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PREJ'JUJE. 



Although the first of the following Letters 
was mtended as aa Introductioii to this Vokme^ 
and the motives which induced the Autiior to 
undertake it are thmre detailed ; yet, after a 'lapse 
of somemoothsy and ob completion of the work, 
it appears to be necessary to say somewhat far- 
ther on laying it before the public. 

The Author beh^ unwilling^ in a matter 
which he considered of so mncb importance, 
to depend wholly upon his own judgment^ 
submitted these Letters inoianuscriptto afri^d*, . 
ill whose opinion, both literary and moral^ )f^. 
placed the greatest confidence. It is not to be 
supposed that tliis friend agreed with him in 
erery particular; nor that the author, on his 
part, should acquiesce in every objection and 
remark made upon them. -The result, how* 
ever, was in fevour of the pablication of .them, 
and many and material alterations have been 
made in consequence. What these h^ve beea 
b 
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it is not necessary either in general or in par- 
ticular to inform the Reader, farther than as 
they appear in one or two instances in the 
course of the Letters. But, upon the manner 
in which the Author had made his quotations 
from different works, and particularly those of 
Dr. Aikin, by printing some of the passages in 
Italics^ for the purpose of calling the Reader's 
attenticm to them, he thinks it right to state 
some (rf* the remarks of his friend : 

^^ I consider the use of inverted commas as 
clearly declaring that Quotation is intended or 
professed. When they are used, therefore, I 
can admit of no variation which alters (or can 
alter) the sense ; wh^her the O«oter thinks . 
the alteration materiul or not. Of this he is 
not to judge, after he once undertakes to copy 
or quote. From that time, his only business is 
to make his Copy agree with the Original. 
Now, not only Words, but also Stops, Capitals, 
Parentheses, and Italics, affect the Sense ; or 
are liable to do so. Therefore these are all to 
be copied ; and none to be added. The chief 
difficulty that I am aware of, is this : — ^a 
Quoter wishes to shew, by Italics (or Under- 
lining*), what particular words, of those 

* It may be right, perhaps, to state, for the ioformatioo of 



PREFACE. XV 

quoted, he wants to have chiefly noticed by the 
Reader. I allow, that I wish there were some 
short mode of thus drawing the attention of the 
Reader : but I camiot allow, that, on account 
of the inconvenience, it is either safe or honest 
to underline (in copying) what is not underlined 
in the original* It is not safe^ as to the con- 
veying of our own meaning : for, as there may 
already be some Italics in the Original, no 
Reader can possibly tell which w(»ds were 
underlined in the Original in order to fix a* 
meaning, and which were underlined by the 
Quoter in <»rder to dtaw attention. Hence 
great confusion. And it is not honest towards 
the original Author; because the Quotfer's 
Underlinings may easily cause the words 
quoted to bear a sense different from that 
int«[ided by the Author. Our ingenuity, 
therdbre, must be exercised, not in defending 
the too common practice of additional under* 
lining by the Quoter, on account of the dif- 
ficulty he lies under, but in devising (either 
generally or in each single case) how to draw 



persons not conversant with the press, that ao author usually 
marks tbote words, with a tine drawn with his pen anderneath, 
(thus,) which he wishes to be printed io iioliait and wifh two 
liues, (thus,) those which he wishes to be printed ia 
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ike jfteader's attention to the pioper part of thr 
words quoted, wUhout recmrriug to this con- 
founding and dishonest oiode. I doubt not 
you have heard proposed such sentenoes as the 
/oUowing, by way of illustrating the force (or^ 
I may say, the lanpiage) of Emphasis. 
>^ Will you walk to church with me to-day ?" 
To which at least six different senses are givoi, 
hy underlining at different times the six words 
Will^ you^ Widky churchy me, to*iay. If the 
author under->lined walk and no other word, the 
question is about walking or going by some 
other conT*eyance. If a Quo^er underlines 
ickurchj he raises the question whetJier the walk 
is to be to church or to some other place. If he 
even retains -the author's underlining o( walJcy 
lie stai (by adding that of church) perverts the 
fneaning : and it is impossible for the Reader 
to^ell, hi/ the mere words quoted, which was 
the underlining of the Author, which of the 
Quoter. • Therefore he cannot know the 
meaning of the words ; eiiccept from some other 
help. Where the passage is such that you 
cannot conveniently quote it^ that is, copj/ it ; 
all I require is that you do not profess to quote 
(therefore, that you do not use inverted com« 
mas,* or any thing tantamount), and that, in 
giving the substance, as far as you want it for 



PREFACE. XYtl 

youT purpose, you do this honestly; not sup- 
pressing what appears likely to affect the point 
in question." 

Having been always accustomed to add 
Italics myself, and seen them in the works of 
others, especially in Reviews, I pleaded pre- 
cedent to niy friend, and said that I thought the 
matter was so wel] understood as not to mislead. 
To this my friend replies, 

" I am sorry we do not agree about Italkt 
added by the Quoier. You speak of it as an 
established mode. I own it is (in my judg- 
ment) &r too frequent : but, I think, some to 
whom 1 have stated my ideas have allowed the 
practice to be wrong. It is, with me, clearly 
and decidedly wrong, beyond the power of 
authority or custom £0 to establish it as to make 
it right ; though I fancy I have been one of the 
most obedient of men, through life, to things 
established^ — particularly in language: — and 
italics (we agree) are a part of language* You 
say " it appears to me to be suihciently under" 
stood not to miskadJ*'^ My grand objection is, 
that it does mislead, or may do it. If such rule 
on this point be not dl»«erved, how should you,, 
or any reader of the few words I have just 
quoted from your letter, know whether th^two 
words were underlined by i/ou or by me? 
b2 
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Yet the sentence has a different ^ect, if ?/ou 
are supposed to have laid your stress upon the 
i¥ords, from that which it will have if only / am 
supposed to call your attention to those words. 
Therefore the Underlinings mislead^ or ma^ 
mislead. For, if the rule be not considered as 
taking place, the reader must guess whether 
you or I underlined the words. Stronger in- 
stances might easily be adduced: — as, from 
the sentence already given, '^ Will you walk*' 
&c.'' 

" Italics are not uncommon in books. An 
Author (suppose) writes a sentence, and puts a 
word in Italics, A Quoter gives (we will hope) 
the Author^ Italics ; but he adds some of his 
own. What reader can tell which of these Italics 
is by the Author, which by the Quoter ? I readily 
allow there are many instances in which I 
should feel no doubt in my own mind, that the 
ItalLcs were by the Quoter. But there are 
others in which I think I might defy any man 
to make a well-founded guess^ whether it was 
Author or Quoter. Therefore the practice 
misleads ; or, in its nature, must ever be liable 
to mislead. I once talked on the subject with 
the late Rev. Mr. Twining, well known amongst 
literary persons, and much, (and, I believe, 
deservedly) esteemed by them ; known also, in 
pi^rtioular, by his Tranislation of Aristotle's 
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Treatise on Poetry, with very copious Notes. 
He was inclined to allow a Quoter to add 
italics. I believe I asked him, whether, if 
he met with Italics in a quotation, he should 
suppose them put by the Author or by the 
Quoter; and that he answered by the Quoter. 
Afterwards, in the Monthly Review for De* 
cember 1790, I saw a sermon of his re- 
viewed ; and, in a quotation erf eleven lines, 
eight words <or expressions) in Italics, and no 
others. I looked into the printed Sermon, and 
there found the same eight in Italics, and no 
others. Had Mr. Twining read (as an indif- 
ferent person) this review of his own sermon, he 
would (according to his own mode of judging) 
have been misled eight times in eleven lines. 
I am not sure that I should not wish your Work 
suppressed, rather than printed with this blemish^ 
as I call it." 

On farther reflection, these remarks appeared 
to me to be so very just, and to bear with so 
much force upon works of controversy in par- 
ticular, that I thought it but justice to the 
author whose works I criticised to remove the 
additional underlinings which I bad inserted, 
and to leave those only which were the author's. 
In doing this, I found great difficulties present 
themselves, and endeavoured to form some rules 
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by which I might regulate my quotations ; but 
this required more time and coasideration than 
I could give the subject ; and all that I have 
been able to do in the present instance has been 
to adopt such modes of calling the reader's 
attention to particular words and passages as the 
case seem^ best to admit ; sometimes by repe- 
tition, and sometimes by printing particular 
words in Italics, when I was not using inverted 
commas, the professed marks of quotation or 
fiiithful copying* But, as it is more difficult 
to remedy a fault than to guard against it in the 
first instance, I feel some apprehension that I 
may not have done this effectually in all cases. 
I can only say, that it has been my intention in 
every instance to represent my author faithfully, 
and that I re*-compared my quotations with the 
originals, both in the manuscript and in cor- 
recting the proofs. Had I been aware of my 
friend's objections to this very common prac- 
tice before I began my work, it would have 
saved me much additional labour. It may be 
remarked, however, that in making quot^ons 
from Scripture, as there are no Italics there, 
except the small added words, (and which no 
one I believe ever distinguishes in quoting,) if 
Italic! are introduced by the Quoter, they will, 
of course, be understood as being his. 
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In quoting from Th-s liiTERAur Miscel- 
lany, I have, indeed, deviated from the rule 
of fitrict copying, in having begun each line 
with a capital Letter, as is usual in poetry ; it 
being a deviation, in the first instance, in the 
Editor of that work, in not introducing oipitals, 
except at the begbnii^ of a ^ntence, and in 
proper names, as in prose. H ad that work been 
original, I ahould have thought it my duty to 
follow the author in this particular, apprising 
the reader that it was a &ithful -copy • 

There is another practice very common with 
authors in these days, which is, in my estima^ 
tion, as great a feult as that of not strictlj 
accurate quotation ; and that is the not giving 
referenccB to the authors, and 'the places in 
their works whence quotations ace made. It 
frequently prevents the reader's taming to them 
to see if they are fiuthfully given, and. to con- 
sult the context to ascert^ whether the pas- 
sages are intended by the authors to bear the 
meaning attr^Mited to them by th^ Quoter. 
The motive with the author for Uiis omission is 
frequently to spare himself trouble at the time of 
writing, in referring to the passages ; espe- 
cially lirhen scripture is quoted from memory. 
But how often does it happen that the reader 
wishes to refer to the; passages, and how often 
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does the quoting an excellent passage from 
some author, before uaknowo to the readep, 
make him wish to see^ not only what he says 
upon the subject in question, but io read the 
whole of his works. He is precluded from 
both of these^ if neither the passage nor even 
the author be mentioned. To many valuable 
writings have I beea introduced by a sin^e 
quotation ; and many disappointments have I 
suffered, aud to much trouble have I frequently 
been put^ for want of a reference, or from an 
imperfect one. But the Printer is, I believe, 
sometimes the person in fault. His object is 
to produce what he considers to be a neat, 
clear page i0 the purchaser wlio takes up the 
work in^ the bookseller *is shop ; and he wishes, 
as much as possible, to avoid all notes^ 
references and figures. But, as soon as the 
reader becomes interested in a nfoAy and wishes 
to refer from one part to the other, or to another 
author, the deficiency is distressing. Having 
mentioned this subject, it were injustice to 
Mr. Hodson, the Printer of this Volume, not to 
make my acknowledgements for the great rea- 
diness with which he has acceded to all my 
wishes in giving References, Titles, Indexes 
and Contents. 
It will not, I trust, be deemed invidiotts if I 
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illustrate these positions by instances drawn 
from a late publication, which I have read 
while my thoughts were employed upon the 
subject ; and when, with my pencil in my Iiand, 
I noted the passages as they occurred. Tiie 
Work which I mean is Mas. Hannah More's 
PRACTICAL PIETY., from the very supe- 
rior merits of which it is by no means my inten- 
tion to detract, any farther tlian by saying that 
I consider the manner in which the quotations 
are made as in some measure diminishing the 
value and utility of a work which is calculated 
to produce extensive and important effects : a 
work which teaches the most exalted, yet sober, 
piety ; piety at once pure and practical, and 
stated in tiie most engaging manner, in language 
at once chaste, forcible and beautiful. 

I shall arrange the instances under different 
heads ; and, though I could point out many 
under e^ch, yet I shall make a few suffice. 
And, that the reader's attention may not be 
divided between the inverted commas made use 
of by Mrs. H* M . and others introduced by my- 
self to mark the passage I would quote, I shall 
employ brackets [ ] to point out what are the 
passages which I myself quote, and the inverted 
commas are to be compered as Mrs. M's. 
The first instances shall be of passages altered. 
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Vol. i. p. 60. First Edition, is the following 
sentence [only those who, as our great Poet says,, 
are " reformed altogether," are converted.] As no 
reference is given, I suppose that [ourgreat Poet] 
means Shakspeare ; and that this is a reference 
to Hamlet, Act tii. S. 2. where Hamlet is 
giving his instructions to the Players, and, after 
he has mentioned a fault which he has seen in 
some players, one of them says [I hope, we 
have reform'd that indifferently with us.] Ham- 
let replies [O, reform it altogether,] In this 
case, as the intended quotation is not accurate, 
the author had, perhaps, better have put in the 
margin See Hamlet, A. iil, S, 2. 

P, 199. [We should suffer long aud be kind, 
andsofarfrom" seeking that which is another's,** 
we should not even " seek our own."] 

This is, no doubt, intended as a quotati<»n 
from I Cor. xiii. 4, 5. [Charity suftereth long, 
and is kind ; charity envieth not ; charity 
vaunteth not itself, is not puffed up. Doth not 
behave itself unseemly, seeketh not her own, is 
not easily provoked, thinketh no evfl.] To 
me it appears that tlic best way would have 
been, to refer openly to the passage, and to 
make no use of inverted commas, unless with 
words exactly copied from the chapter, if any 
had been so. 
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Vol. 2. p. 55. [When therefore we would 
not condescend ** to take the lowest place, to 
think otheTi^ better than ourselves, to be . cour- 
teous and pitiful," on the true Scripture ground,] 
&c. Here the words [to take] &c. to [pitiful] 
are given as one continued quotation, and 
without any reference. I apprehend that thejr 
are taken from the three following passages of 
• Scripture. [When thou art bidden of any man 
to a wedding, sit not down in the highest room, 
lest a more honourable man than thou be bidden 
of him ; And he that bade thee and him, come 
and say to thee, Give this man place ;• and 
thou begin with shame to take the lowest room. 
But when thou art bidden, go and sit down in 
the lowest room;] &c# Luke xiv. 8—10. 
[Let nothing be done through strife or vain- 
glory ; but in lowness of mind let each esteem 
other better than themselves.] PhiL ii. 3. 
[Love as brethren, be pitiful, be courteous :] 
1 Peter iii. 8. 

Many instances occur of evident quotations 
where neither inverted commas nor references 
are given. And though these instances may 
occur where the words are used, not for autho- 
ritj/y but on account of the force or beauty rf 
the phrase or sentiment, yet much of this is 
lost by its not appearing that a passage is a 
c 
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quotation, apt quotation beirtg one of the greatest 
ornaments of writing. 

Vof. i. p. 151, is this sentence, [But urc 
know not what spirit we are of.] This is evi- 
dently taken from our Saviour's reproof to his 
disciples, when they would have commanded 
[fire to come down from heaven] to [consume] 
the inI\ospitabIe Samaritans, [Ye know not what 
manner of spirit ye are of.] Luke ix. 55. 

P. 166. [But as we cannot find out the Al- 
mighty to perfection,] &c. Here the words 
[find out the Almighty to perfection,] are evi- 
dently taken, though with variation, from 
Job xi. 7. [Can'st thou find out the Almighty 
unto perfection ?] 

P. 172. [It is there we must worship him, if 
we would worship him in spirit and in truth.] 
This plainly comes from John iv. 24. [God is 
a spirit: and they that worship him, must 
worship him in spirit and in truth.] 

Of evident and professed quotations, without 
the author's name being given, the instances 
are numerous. There is one at p. 116 of Vol. i. 
Vol. ii. p. 66. " an admirable French writer" 
is mentioned. P. 70. a saying respecting 
Bossuet and Fenelon is given, but not the name 
of the speaker, nor where it is to be met with. 

The instances also of Names of Authors 
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being giT^, without reference to the work or 
volume, are numerous. At p. S36. d6$. and 
S74. of vol. 2. the mere names of Bishop 
Jeremy Taylor, Archbishop Tillotson, and 
Bishop Hall are thus given ; all of ivhose 
works are voluminpus. 

Another subject. upon which my friend has 
favoured me with his sentiments is 

The Alterations wuich I uaye made 
IN Songs. 

He thinks that the word Revised in the title 
pages of my different volumes, does not suf- 
ficiently declare the material alterations 
which I have made in very many cases. And 
that I must not expect my Readers to retain 
what I have said dispersedly upon the subject 
through the pages of my Introductory Letter 
and Postscript. 

To Readers in general I conceive it to be 
sufficient to know generally, (which is to be 
collected from the tenor of my Letter, and from 
the specific remarks made upon Mr. Dibdin's 
Songs,) that alterations are made, and what is 
the nature of them ; and, from critical readers, 
an author has certainly a right to expect that 
the whole of bis Introductory matter shall be 
read with attention before any opinion is 
formed : and, indeed, in many cases it is not 
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my intention that the generality of readers 
should 'know in what places alteraticms are 
made, as I do not wish them to refer to the 
originals : But I thought that I had been suf- 
ficiently explicit to let them understand, that I 
considered myself as whoUy and solely respon^ 
sible for the sentiments contained in the songs 
which I published^ and that nothing should be 
attributed to the original author, whose name 
the song may bear, without a particular reie« 
rence to it in his own works. Yet, notwith- 
standing this, I have, in many cases, where the 
alterations have been great, or what I con- 
ceived might be variations from the serious and 
deliberate sentiments of the authors, stated that 
the piece was altered, as in the alteration of Pope's 
Universal prayer, vol. ii. p. 414, Also the 
alteration of the song ** Away, let nought to 
love" displeasing,** where it is specified that- it 
is altered, and the last four lines are put 
between brackets with my own signature. One 
thing I had certaiiily omitted to say, namely 
that The Titles of the Songs are frequently an 
addition of my own ; but songs, where a title 
has not been originally given by the author, are 
met with, in different collections, by such dif- 
ferent titles, that I did not consider this circum- 
stance as necessary to be stated. The custom 
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of altering the works of authors appeared to 
me to be so establisbed in the vocal and dra- 
matic world that it was sufficiently understood 
and acknowledged ; and, as my alterations had 
in view the cause of Religion aad Morality, I 
tnisted that thb superior object would secure to 
ike Collection an indulgence beyond thilt dnci 
to mere compikition. 

It is with great pleasure that I make mjr 
acknowledgments to Mr. Diboin for his per« 
mission to insert some of his Songs in this 
Volume. Having given, in my former volumes, 
all those, suitable 'to my purpose, which have 
become public property, I mentioned my 
intended publication to Mr. Dibdin^ and 
expressed my wish to insert some of his Songs ; 
not because I was in want of numbers where* 
with to fill my volume, but as thinking many of 
his better than those of other authors, and wish- 
ing, as &r as possible, that we shouU go hand 
in hand in our Vocal Exertions. In a Letter^ 
dated January the 29th, he says, ^^ I consider 
every thiag of that kind from you as a hand* 
some and friendly compliment, and it would be 
strange, .and very unlike the kindness and good 
wishes I really feel, to throw any rub in the 
way of what you meditate, both as a good will 
to me, and a considerate attention to my repu- 
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tation." — " The Songs you mention'' — *< aud 
any others you may think proper," — ^^ I beg 
you will publish without ceremony, and if ia 
any other way I can be of use to your work^ it 
will give me particular pleasure." 

The distresses which Mr. Dibdin has suf^ 
fered within the last two years are but too well 
known to the public. May the close of bis life 
be without farther clouds of sickness or sorrow ; 
or, if it shall please Providence to give him far* 
ther tibials, may the issue of them be unfading 
happiness in a world where sickness and sorrow 
have no place ! 

Of the Songs in this volume bearing my. own 
signature, as well as some others given in the 
Table of Contents as Originaly several have 
already appeared in The Vocal Repository/ 
of which an account is given in the List of 
Works by the Author at the end of thb Volume. 
But, as that work is intended for circulation 
amongst the lowest classes, I thought I mighi 
with propriety give them as original to the 
readers for whom this Volume is intended ; 
none of them having been given in my former 
Collection of Songs in three Volumes. They 
have all been revised, and some have received 
very material corrections. I shall not other- 
(vise apologize for having inserted them, than 
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by saying, that the insertion of my own Songs 
appears to me in the same light as the writing 
the volume itself. To the name of Poet, 
taken in its highest sense, as including brilliant 
and forcible imagination and highly polished 
and ornamented diction, I do not aspire. My 
aim has been to give good sentiments in the 
best language which existing circumstances 
would admit, not always having leisure for the 
finishing labour of correction and polish. If I 
can obtain a Sprig of Bay from the garden of 
the Cottager, or of Laurel from the Shrubbery 
of the Moralist and Philanthropist, my aim is 
answered. 

With the consciousness of having intended 
well in this work, I submit it with confidence, 
yet I trust without arrogance, to that public 
who must decide upon its merits. 

Claeb Hall, April 16, 1811. 
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Pase Hue ■ 

15 15 before A4ve iutert/eae. 

37 5 from bottom, after prospect fur the comma pat a 
semicolon. 

45 18 for Cooper^t read Comp9r*$. 

84 3 from bot. for Hallo way read Hollo WAT* 

111 last line, for teh9 read she, 
120 7 from bottom, for fVhom read Who* 

158 10 before Virtue put tfoe*. 
202 8 after aright put a full stop, 

231 13 for it it read it is. 
277 2 before Mose pat chiefly. 

S50 19 after court put her, 
388 2 from bottom, afteryZoteer add a commu* 
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JOHN AIKIN, M. D- 



LETTER I. 

INTRODUCTORY. 

Clare tialh June 19, 1810. 
SIR, 

In the year 1803, when I circulated Proposals 
for publishing a Collection of Songs purified 
(to the best of my judgment) from the aUoy 
of profaneness and immorality, a friend, for 
whom I entertain the highest respect, said to 
me. Of course you have seen " that judicious 
Selection by the Aikins:" meaning Essays on 
Song-writing: with a Collection of such 
EifGLisa Songs as are most eminent for 
poUical merit. To which are added some 
original pieces. Published in 1773. A second 
Edition, with additions and corrections, was 
published in 1774. This Collection I had not 
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seen; but, knowing well the names of Dr. 
AUdn and Mrs. Barbauld, together with the 
correctness of their poetical taste, and the 
morality of their writings in general, I was 
particularly anxious to see the Collection. It 
was not till after various applications to booksellers 
that I was able to procure a copy. At length 
I obtained one; but must confess, that, notwith- 
standing the taste displayed in the Essays, I 
felt great disappointment, in reading the Songs, 
at finding so many which I considered as 
objectionable, and so few that appeared 
to have any farther view than that of a 
transient amusement. But, as the work was 
scarce, and out of respect to the friend who 
had recommended it, and to the authors, I 
forbore to animadvert upon it in the Intro- 
duction to my Volume of Songs with music, 
published in 1805, though I quoted a passage 
on the subject of the undue preference given 
to music above poetry, from the first Essay. 

In one of the London newspapers early in May 
last I saw an advertisement of Vocal Poetry ; 
or a Select Collection of English Songs. To 
which is prefixed a new Essay on Song Writing. 
— By John Aikin, M. D. " Dr. Aikin un- 
derstanding that a new edition of Essays on 
Song Writing, with a Collection of Songs, &c. 



INTRODUCTORY. '3 

has just been published with his name annexed, 
by Mr. Evans, of Pall Mall, finds it necessary 
to declare that he has never been consulted on 
this re-publication, aAd has no concern inrhat- 
ever in it." 

It was with luuch satisfaction that I read this 
advertisement, and c(mtemplated what I appre- 
hended would be the nature of your Essay and 
Collection of Vocal Poetry, from your senti- 
ments expressed and the taste displayed in some 
of your works, which I have read since my 
first seeing your Essays on Song-writing; and 
I hoped Uiat a period of nearly forty years had 
w altered your opinion on the subject of such 
works, that I expected a Collection of Songs, 
which I should rejoice to soe submitted to 
the public with the sanction of so great a name. 

Having obtained the work, I immediately sat 
down to the perusal' of it, and was pleased to 
think, from the geii^ral tenor of the Essay 
prefixed, that I should find my expectations 
realized. The advertisement speaks of the Essays 
in th^ former publication as being " the juvenile 
attempts of one whose taste was by no means 
matured,^' &c. and that, " the Editor was 
unwilling that his book should again be given to 
the public with all its imperfections on its head. 
He was obliged, therefore, to declare, that if 
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it weie leprinted at all, it sboukl be with manjr 
and material alterations, corresponding to his 
own change <^' taste and opinion in yarious 
points during so long an Interval. 

Under these almost compulsory circumstances, 
aUhon^ be perhaps should not now have chosen 
for the first time to appear as the collector of 
IHToductions, the general strain of which is more 
suitable to an earlier period of life, yet he 
thought he might without impropriety avail 
himself of the opportunity of making a new 
and much more extensive selection of com- 
positions which will not cease to be favourites 
with the lovers of elegant poetry, whatever be 
ihe vicissitudes of general taste. 

The Editor, therefore, in this volume, which 
is rather a new work than the Te-publicatioii 
of an old one, has made it his leading object to 
collect, from all the sources within bis r^ach, 
those pieces of the song kind which seemed to 
him most deserving of a place in the mass of 
approved English poetry. And having with 
some care revised his notions respecting the 
character and distmctions of these composi- 
tions," &c. 

You, afterwards, in the Essay, (p. xx.) 
mention the ^* violations of decorum*' in 
many s(»gs; and that the ^licentiousness 



» 



:i ^.ii U'^*t i^ 



INTRODUCTOBY. D 

of *^ — the wits of either Charles's days," 
— " imparted a taint to most of their pro- 
ductions; and even sometimes appeared in a 
coarseness of language little corresponding with 
what miglit be expected in the style of men of 
fashion." (p. xlii.) You praise a pastoral by 
Shenstone for expressing " the delicacies of the 
soft passion in its purest form." (p. xxviii.) 
And you say, that the common theme, taken 
from the epicurean system of ethics, making the 
shortness of life, and the like, an incentive to 
present pleasure, though " in a certain tempe- 
rate degree it coalesces" with " rational philo- 
sophy," yet *^ carried further, it may justly 
excite the censure of the moralist, whatever 
indulgence be pleaded for it on the grounds of 
precedent and poetical fitness." (p. xxxi.) — 
You censure the taste of Burns for having been 
at times *^ contaminated by his habits of vulgar 
excess" ; (p. xlv.) and say that you " feel no 
ambition to be regarded as a priest of Bacchus." 
(p. xlviii.) After enumerating the sources 
whence you have derived your songs, you say 
that from those " a number of Ihese pleasing 
compositions may be selected, which will do 
honour to English genius, and are well entitled 
to preservation as a portion of the mass of 
national poetry, even independently of their 
b2 
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association with some of the most agreeable 
- strain of musical harmony. Such a selection 
has been the object of the present editor ; and 
although he is well aware that an uniformity of 
judgement respecting the admission and re- 
jection of particular pieces cannot be expected, 
he presunies to hope that he shall not be thought 
chargeable in general either with insertmg mean, 
vulgar, and improper articles, or with omitting 
those of acknowledged and decided excellence." 
" It has been much more a point with the editor 
to give a select thaira comprehensive collection." 
(p. xlv. xlvi.) 

With these sentiments pleasingly impressed 
upon my mind, I proceeded to peruse the songs 
themselves; and must confess, that I experienced 
considerable disappointment: as many of them 
did not appear to me to be merely harmless com- 
positions, but to have a decidedly immoral 
tendency. 

Having already published several works on 
the subject of English songs^ and examined the 
tendency pf many of the most popular com- 
positicms of that kind, I trust I shall give no 
cause of offence if I enter at some length into 
an examination Of your wmrk; to which I am 
encouraged by knowing the liberality of Dr. 
Aikin's sentiments, and how great an advocate 
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liQ is for free discussion. I have the less re- 
luctance in doing this, as the respect which I 
bear for your character and talents, and the 
pleasure which I have experienced from several 
of jour works, seem to me as so many pledgee 
in my own breast that I shall not exceed the 
bounds of decorum — I will add, of Christian 
. charity. In a former publication, when I con- 
ceived myself to be called upon to animadvert 
.upon some of Mr. Dibdin's Songs, I had the 
happiness to find, that so &r from producing 
any unpleasant altercation betweenthat gentleman 
and myself, it led to a friendly correspondence, 
and afterwards to his contributing some of his 
compositions to my coUection. I will indulge 
the pleasing hope that I shall not be less suc- 
cessful in my present undertaking. 

At the same time, I must confess, that, were 
you, Sir, the only person whom I might wish 
to influence by my remarks, I should not have 
felt myself intitled to trouble you. at all; cer- 
tainly, not with so long a work, and addressed 
in so public a manner. But I wish to address 
your readers and the public at large on the subject 
of your publication in particular, and on some 
subjects connected with it; a mode of pro- 
cedure, I believe, sufficiaitly sanctioned fay 
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examples in the literary world. I shall there- 
fore in this aud some subsequent Letters take 
into consideration the sentiments expressed in 
your Essay on Song- writing, and also the Songs 
contained in each class in your Collection.* 

Of the influence which poetry has upon the 
mind you seem to be perfectly aware. In your 
Letters from a father to his Sox 
(vol. IL L. xii. p. 200.) you speak of " ideas 
purely of the imagination, derived from the 
fascinatmg images of poetry" ; and you speak 
of them as operating with other causes to pro- 
mote a love for the country, and thereby to 
incline many to an agricultural life. (p. 199.) 
In [your letter on History and Biography 
(L. xiii. p. 227.) yon recommend them " for 
the rectifying of those false ideas, which the 



* Tbcfe remarks appear to me new to be more oecetsarj, 
■B, since this was written, that very respectable work. The 
Quarterly Review, has spoken in the following high terms of 
the two pttblicfttioos in question : *' This elegant Collection 
presents, to those who admire music, means of escaping from 
the too general pollntion, and of indulging a pleasure which 
we are taught to regard as equally advantageous to the heart, 
taste* and understanding. Both editions are considerably 
enlarged by various songs extracted from the best modem 
poets, and in either shape the work maintains its right to rank 
as one of the isost daisical coUections of songs in any langitage.'* 
No. VI. p. 493. 
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theories of speculatists, ^d the fictions of poets 
and norelists, are continually obtruding upon 
our minds, and the combined mass of which 
probably constitutes a much larger portion of 
our opinion than we suspect. Every one, eren 
moderately conversant with works of invention, 
must frequ'ently, I doubt not, when searching 
for examples to corroborate moral or metaphy- 
sical theories, have found himself recurring un- 
awares to the character^ and events contained in 
such works, in preference to those of real life." 
In yoiy Letter on the Advantages of a Taste 
for Poetry (L. xv. p.- 2560 you consider 
poetry as having effect in ^^ meUorating the 
heart, and improving the intellectual faculties," 
and as presentuig ^^ ideas to the mind not only 
in the most pleasing, but in their most im- 
pressive form/' And, again, " The diction of 



The BsBajg on Soii|^-writiiig are spoken of with taiiqnalifie4 
praise in a Letter from Professor Stewart of Edinborgb, 
to Dr» Currie of Liverpool, respecting the poet Bimss 
«< The CoUection of Sooi^ by Dr. Aikin, which I first pat into 
bh hands* he read with uomiied delight, notwitbstandiaf his 
fomier efforts in that very difficult species of writing} and £ 
have little doubt that it had some effect in polishing hb 
sttbseqacnt compositions." (Life of Barns. Fifth £d. p. 148.) 

These are high aathorities to combat : yet I cannot sacrifice 
to them my persnaslon, that there Is befera me groaad for Jott 
bat candid animadversioa. 
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poetry is language in its noblest dress, nor is it 
possible to obtain an idea of the full power of 
words without being conversant with the works 
of poets. It elevates, points and vivifies all it 
touches. It paints sensible objects in all the 
strong colouring of circumstantial and kindred 
imagery ; it renders visible the secret workings 
of passion and sentiment by their corporeal 
expressions ; and by associating abstract truths 
with resemblances drawn from external nature^ 
it indelibly imprints them upon the memory. 
In exquisite poetry every word has its ||sculiar 
force, and aids the general impression." (Do. 
p. g59.) Speaking of our gteat £nglish Dra-. 
matist, you say (p. 265.) " Considering the 
universal familiarity with Shakespeare's best 
pieces acquired among us, either from the stage 
or in the closet, and the adoption of so much of 
l^is phraseology by many of our popular writers, 
I do not think it is exaggerating the effect of 
poetry, to suppose that the characteristic 
English manliness of thought has been greatly 
indebted to him for its preservation amid pre- 
vailing luxury and fashionable frivolity." In 
your Essay on Song-writing (p. xviii.) you 
say, that, " The share that Lilliburlero had in 
promoting the Revolution in this country has 
been noticed by grave historians," And of the 
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national song of Rule Britannia yoxi say, " it 
cannot be doubted that it has produced a great 
effect in accustoming Britons to the claim of 
maritime empire.*^ (p. xxiv.)* 

Nor is this influence confined to the lower 
classes. Even Ministers of Staite, at their 
public dinners, listen with complacency to these 
productions; and one who has been high in 
office, and whose talents are of the first rate, 
has condescended to write songs for these oc- 
casions. 



* An incident occurred to me little more than a year agOf 
which gave me a very forcible idea of the {nfiiieiice which the 
most common popular songs have upon the minds even of 
persons from whom fve should expert very ditferebt things. 
Soon after the defeat ' of the Austrians, in 1809, I wM 
rontersioiK with a Clergyman some years older than myself in 
our qaadrangle at Clare Hall. Amongst the ornaments at the 
top of the building over the eastern gate- way are figures in 
stone of angels or cherubs. A third -person wa» present, and 
the conversation turned on the times and our cMDparatively 
happy state in this country, and especia11> that of ourselves, 
living in the peaceful retirement of a college. '* Yes,** replied 
the clergyman, pointing to one of the figures of the angelSt 
•* We are very much obliged to '* the Utile ch$Tub that sits up 
alofU^^ alluding to the harden of Dibdio's song of Poor Jack. 
Though a reference to Providence would (in my opinion) have 
been better, and especially more suited to the station and 
education of the person who uttered the reflection, yet it seems 
fairly in point to wards proving what I mentioned, the influence 
of popular songs upon the minds even of such persons. 
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Yoa jiMinelf, Sir, give us a forcible imtance 
in your own case, of the fiiacination of poetry, 
and even of pennanent advantage to be derived 
from it. In your Letter On the Advantages of 
a Taste for Poetry (L.ttv. p. 275.) you say, 
that " From the very early period at which 
books constituted one of my chief plea3ures, to 
the time at which I write, I have seldom pasted 
a day without some perusal of a poetical work. 
I have habitually made it the borme bmtche of 
my studies, and have often placed it before me 
as a sort of recompence for assiduity in literary 
or professional labours. My relish for it still 
remains undiminished: for whatever may be 
lost in fondness for the wilder and more fanciful 
parts of poetry, is compensated in increased 
attachment to the more serious and dignified. 
I would hope, too, that this taste has not 
merely served me for amusement; and if I do 
not deceive myself, I can refer to the strong 
impressions made by poetry, the origin of 
some of those sentiments, which I should not 
willingly part with."* 



* Dr. Watts, io hMadmirable work On the ImproTement of 
the Mind, in the Chapter on the Sciences and their iutf(Ch. xx. 
Sec. zzivi. S' ^0 Bay6<»f poetry, that '* The moit considerable 
advantage to be obtained from it by the bulk of mankind'* * * is, to 



INTRODUCTOKY. IS 

I can myself say much the same with 
respect to my love for poetry : but I fear that, 
at one period of my life, I made it more than 



furabb onr toosues wkh the.ricbest aod Ike moit polkevarif ty of 
phrases and. words upon all occasions of life or relif ioo.** And, 
again, ** After all that I have said, there is yet a farther use of 
reading poesy I and (batls, when the mind has been fatigued 
f^ith studies of a more laborious kind, or when it is any ways 
unfit for the pursuit of more difficult subjects, it may be as it 
were unbent, and repose itself awhile on the flowery meadows 
where the Muses dwell . It Is a very sensible relief to the soal, 
when it Is overtired, to amuse itself with the numbers and the 
beautiful sentiments of the poets ; and in a liitle^time this agree- 
able amusement may recover the languid spirits to activity and 
more Important service." ^. 4* 

Owen Felltbam, in his R^olves, in the Chapter ob the Wor- 
ship of Admiration, says, ** I cannot read some parts of Seneca, 
above two leaves together, but be raises my soul to contempla- 
tions which set me a thinking on more than I can Imaftoe t so I 
am forced to lay him by, and subside in admiration. Similar 
effects are worked by poetry, when it has to do with towering 
virtues. It excites in the mind of man socb raptures, and irra*- 
diates (he soul with such high apprehensions, (hat all the glories 
which this world hath, hereby appear contemptible." (Edition 
by Gumming, p. 30.) *^ Its higher and imngioary descriptions 
rather shew what men should be, than what they are; hyper* 
boles in poetry, not only carry a decency, but even a grace along 
with them. The greatest danger that I find in poetry is, that it 
sometimes corrupts the mind and inflames the passions. To pre- 
vent Ibis, let the poet strive to be chaste in his lines, and never 
profiine, immoral, or licentious. When this is attended to, I 
think a grave poem the deepest kind of writing. It wings the 
sottl up higher, than the slack ])ace of prose." (Do. Chapter 
on Poets and Poetry, p. 191.) 
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my bonne bouche^ or recompence for profici- 
ency in severer studies. And though I have 
received many valuable irapressimis from ex- 
cellent poetry (excellent for the matter as 
well as the manner^) I wish that the gold had 
contained less alloy, as I have likewise certainly 
received many bad impressions from the looser 
productions which have fallen in my way, and 
which will even now occasionally intrude into 
my mind. For, at the period when I chiefly 
met with these, my princifdes were not formed, 
nor had I a sufficiently strong sense of morality 
and religion, to chuse ojily the good and to 
refuse the evil. And it is the remembrance of 
this circumstance which so powerfully weighs 
with me, that I wish your Collection of Vocal 
Poetry had been of a different description. 
In your Letters to a Young Lady on 



Thomson, in his Trn|;;edy of Agamemnon, Act. III. makes 
poetry one of the sources of consolation io Meliiander during 
his solitttry abode on one of the Cydad isles : 

But, chief, the muses lent their softenini; aid. 

At their enchanting voice my sorrows fled* 

Or learn'd to please, white, through my (roobled heart 

The soul of harmony was felt anew. 

Thus of the great community of nature 

A denizen I liv*d ; and oft, in hymns. 

And rapturous thought, even with high beav'ji conversed. 
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A Course op English Poetry, (L. 1. 
p. 2.) you say, " 1 take it for granted that you 
are already ^ell grounded in the principles of 
morality, and therefore may be trusted to 
extract ivhat is most valuable from a set of 
authors who, in general, are friends to virtue 
and decorum, i^hile you pass lightly and 
unhurt over the dubious matter which may be 
mingled with the rest." Now, Sir, from the 
oppcHlunities which I have had of judging of 
the principles of morality in young persons, 
both at a large school, and at college, and 
also from my observations in the world at large, 
I conceive that few are possessed of this dis<- 
criminaticMi, or, at least, have not sufficient 
principle to reject what they in some degree 
know to be wrong. It appears to me, there* 
fore, to be a point of the utmost importance 
that the books intended for young parscms, 
and indeed for all persons, (for many who 
are more advanced in years are still more defi- 
cient in principle,) should be as frdefrMi •verjr^' 
taint of corruption as possible. '' HfiM Hf^u 
have said in the third Letter oF*yotfr first 
Volume addressed to your son (p. 25.) on our 
Attachment to the Ancients, and upon the great 
use we make of the classical writers of Greece 
and Rome, appears to me in some measure 
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applicable to oor attachment to the often welU 
writteu and witty, but profligate writings of our 
poets : ^^ It is, indeed, astimishing to reflect, by 
what a strange concatenation of cause and ^ect, 
the youth of Christian Europe should be in- 
structed in the &bles of Greek and Latin my- 
thology, which were fallen into contempt eyen 
before Rome ceased to be heathen. It certainly 
has not been on account of their wisdom and 
beauty that they have survived the wreck of so 
many better things. They have been embalmed 
in the languages" (the Poetry) " which con* 
tain them, and which, by becoming likewise the 
depositaries of Christian doctrine, have been 
rendered sacred languages." The poetical 
language of such of our immoral songs as are 
well written has a fascinating jmwer over our 
minds, somewhat resembling the power of the 
ancient languages in settb^ off the heathen 
mythology. 

Of the importanceof forming a correct Taste, 
and of Urn tdue of it when formed, you^ appear 
(ttftcrtii<i>Trry high sense. In your Letters 
on Poetry, (h* x. p. 136.) after recommendiag 
a complete and accurate perusal of Milton, you 
say, " and then assure yourself that you are 
possessed for life of a source of exquisite .enter- 
tainment, capable of elevating the mind under 
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depressioo, aod g(, ^recalling the taste frcHn a 
fondness for tinsel and frivolity, io a relish for 
all that is solidly grand and beautifiil." And 
at the conclusicm of the work you say, ^' 1 have 
now, my dear young friend, completed my 
original design of pointing out to you such a 
course of reading in the English Poets as might 
at the same time contribute to form your literary 
taste, and provide you with a fund of rational and 
exalted entertainment. Of the value of such a 
lasting and easily procurable source of pleasure, 
I can speak from my own experience ; nor do I ' 
think it less adapted to solace the domestic lei- 
sure of a female, thaq to relieve the cares and 
labours of masculine occupatimi. I am also 
convinced, that such ^n union of moral and 
religious sentiment with the harmony of num- 
bers and the splendour of language, as our best 
poets afford, is of imjiortant use in elevating 
the mind, and fortifying it against those trials 
to which the human condition is perpetu- 
ally exposed. Nor are the lighter strains 
without their value in prcHuotii^^ta harmless 
gaiety chastised by elegance and refinement.'^ 
Again, in your Letters to your Son (Vol. II. 
L. XV. p. 275.) you strongly connect morals 
with the purest and most refined taste. You 
say, "The purest and most refined taste wiH 
c 2 
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therefore prove the safest in this respect ; and it 
ought to be a leading point in the education of 
youth, to iniiise an early relish for those capital 
productions which are alike exc^ent as lessons 
of morality, and as specimens of genius.'* 

On the subject of Indecency and Licen- 
tiousness our sentiments appear, generally 
speaking, to coincide. In your Lcftters on 
Poetry (L. iv. p. 35.) you say of some of 
Pri<Mr*8 pieces, that you '* cannot with pro- 
priety recomm<»id" them to the perusal of the 
young lady you are addressing. Speaking of 
the ease of Swift's verse, you say, (L. vi. 
p. 64.) " It is true, this freedom is often inde- 
corous, and would at the present day be scarcely 
hazarded by any one who kept good company, 
still less by a clergyman. " On Pope's Epistle of 
Eloisa to Abdard; you state, (L. vii. p. 8S.)that 
" The piece in question, it must be confessed, 
is faulty in giving too fcH'cible an expression to 
i«ntiments inconsi^nt with female purity". 
Afterwards, (p. 93.) speaking of his Four Moral 
Essays, ^' You will also occasionally be dis- 
gusted with a certain flippancy of expression, 
and still' more with a taint of grossness of hm- 
gaage, which, if not a personal rather than a 
national defect, would aff<n-d an unfortunate dis* 
iinction between our literature in Anne's and 
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Geoff's reigns, and that of France in the age 
of Louis the Fourteenth. Boileau, whom Pope 
imitated, and who was not less severe in censure 
than he, is beyond comparison more delicate 
in his language. There is a kind of coarseness, 
consisting in the use of common words, which 
conduces so much to the strength and vigour of 
style, that one would not wish to see it sacrificed 
to fastidious nicety ; but Pope frequently goes' 
beyond this, and betrays rather a contami- 
nation of ideas than a carelessness of phrase- 
ology. This remark, however, applies more to 
some subsequent productions than to those at 
present before us." I am glad you have thus* 
noticed, in this eminent Poet, the pernicious . 
fault of a contamination of ideas. When you 
come to speak of Milton's Comus, (L. ix. 
p. 121.) you say, ^' As a recompense for the 
humiliation you may have felt on viewing the 
female character as pourtrayed by Pope and 
Swift, you may justly pride yourself on the 
lustre thrown around it in its virgin purity, by 
this superior genius.'* The last passage on this 
subject which I shall (|uote from your Letters, 
is in the xviiith, (p. 252.) where, speaking of 
Congreve, you say, " If Dr. Johnson's sen- 
tence be just, that Corigreve's miscellaneous 
pieces " show little wit and little virtue," I 
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should be wrong to reccNFmnend tbem at all to 
•your perusal ; and indeed the little that is good 
in them is scarcely worth the pains of selecting 
from the bad or indifferent." I cannot forbear 
adding a passage from your View of the Cha- 
racter and public Services of the late John 
Howard, Esq. '^ Mr. Howard's predilection 
for female society, was in part a consequence 
of his abhorrence of every thing gross and 
licentious. His own language and manners 
were invariably pure and delicate; and the 
freedoms which pass uncensured or even ap- 
plauded in the promiscuous companies of men, 
would have affected him with sensations of 
disgust." (p. 234.) 

A question, however, may arise, What is 
iWDECENCY ? Wherein does it consist? Per- 
sons have different opinions respecting it ; what 
appears indecent and licentious to one, does not 
to another, and even the commonly decent 
sometimes receive the appellation of squeamish. 
Some who will without scruple read the gene- 
rality of our plays, will yet object to many pas- 
sages in the sacred writings ; and I have even 
known the scrupulous William Law to be ac- 
cused of grossness and licentiousness for what he 
has said, in his Tract upon the Stage, in con- 
demnation of the plays of his time. It appears 
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to me, that the propriety or impropriety of 
ideas and of language in this respect depends 
very much upon the motive and upon the man* 
tier of it. Where the motive is for instruction or 
for reproof, a plainer kind of speech I conceive 
may be used, provided the manner be.grave^ 
and shew on what motive it is used : but, where 
the manner is licentious or light, a double mean- 
ing, an action, or a look, may raise ideas and 
corrupt the heart infinitely more than much 
plainer terms. This 1 conceive to be the case, 
with those passages in the sacred writings which 
give offence to some. Where sins are men- 
tioned as 5m, and as being contrary to the law^ 
ci God, the plainness (j( the terms does not 
appear to be an objection ; farther than that, as 
society and language advance in refinement, the 
phraseology of books should be refined in 
proportion. Perhaps it might be desirable that 
some of the passages translated in terms not 
now generally made use of in polished society, 
were to be new rendered in terms conformable to 
tfiat refinement.* Something, too^ depends up(Hi 



* Id Mri. Trimmer's Sacaed History, id 6 tolumcit 
12010. aod her Abridgment or Scrivtvrb History Id 2 
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habit and the customs of the society in livhich 
we live, even though there should be some 
inconsistency in practice ; as, where Alscrip, in 
the Comedy of The Heiress, A. iii. S. 1. com- 
menting upon his daughter having a valet de 
chambre to wait upon her, says, " Now if I was 
to give the charge of my person to a waiting 
maid, they'd say I was indelicate." The rea- 
soning I conceive to be just ; but, as it is the 
custom of the country for ladies to have men to 
wait upon them as hairdressers, and not for gen- 
tlemen to have females to wait upon them, he 



vols. 12mo. intended chiefly for jomtg pertont, tiMse pamt^ei 
are either omitted or the exprewions altered. 

Mr. Curomiog, in the Advertisement prefixed to bis new Edi- 
tion of Owen Felltbam** Resolves, qootes the opinioo of a 
learned friend npoo the work, which ends with—** When praocd 
(he adds) of a few imparities, and a little curtailed, it wiH be a 
vast addition to the stores of English Literature." Then says, 
** The impurities which are here referred to, consist of indeli- 
cate expressioflB, alliisiom, aad conceits, which arc not iuifr«- 
quemly to be met with in the writers of Felltham*s tin^, and 
which, though by no means of a licentious or immoral cast, are. 
nevertheless offensive to the delicacy of modern refinement.* • 
These, have accordingly been omitted.'* (p. xiii.) And Mrs. 
West, in the Second Volume of her Letters to a Yowig Lady 
( L. ix. p. S15. 3rd Edit.; sa^s, ** Examples of what we-shoutd 
now call inelegant blontness may be taken from the justly ad- 
mired letters of Lady Rachel Russel." 
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who should thus employ a female about his 
person, would be more liable to censure. 
Where men attend upon women in a medical 
capacity, or women attend upon men as nurses, 
an alteration of circumstances renders the inter- 
course unobjectionable. But, on the other 
hand, I conceive that every circumstance or 
expression, which tends to make light of that 
which is really in itself a sin, or &cilitates the 
approaches to it, whether it be by giving pal- 
liating or favourable names to sins, or by witty 
turns to lessen our abhorrence of them, or even 
io recommend them, this I conceive to be one 
main source of the ^S corrupt communication" 
against which the Apostle warns us. (£phe- 
sians iv. 29.) 

I have said so much upon the subject of 
Jle^Uhenism in the Introduction to my Collection 
of Songs, where I have quoted a passage from 
your " very beautiful and interesting Essat/ on 
thejlpplicaiion of Natural Uistort/ to Poetry y^ 
(Vol. i. p. xxxvi.) and in my Discourses on 
the Stage, that I shall introduce in this place 
merely a few passages from your own writings, 
which make me wonder that you have selected 
so many compositions which turn upon the 
heathen mythology of Venus, Cupid, Bacchus, 
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&c. &c. A passage from your Letters to your 
Son has been already cited, p. 16. 

In your Letters on Poetry (L. viii. p. 110.) 
speaking of the Love Elegies of Hammond, you 
say, " He has, however, undergone some heavy 
censure for adopting so large a share. of the 
rural imagery and heathen mythology of Ti* 
buUus, Mhich, being with respect to himself 
purely fictitious, impairs the reality of bis as- 
sumed character of a lover." In Letter ix. 
(p. 120.) you represent the ancient niythology 
as suited mther to pedantic times than to ours. 
Speaking of Comus, you say, " That kind of 
drama called a Musky consisting of a fable 
in which the characters of antient mythology, 
or abstract qualities personified, are the actors, 
frequently employed the invention of Ben Jon- 
son and others of our early dramatists, for the 
entertainment of the learned and somewhat 
pedantic times in which they lived." On 
Akenside's " Hymn to the Naiads", (L. xii. 
p. 162.) You say, " The charact^ of one of 
the most classical poems in the English lan- 
guage will perhaps but dubiously recommend it 
to your favour. In fact, it sounds the very 
depths of Grecian mythology ; and a mere 
English reader may well be startled at the 
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mystical solemnity with which this song begins/' 
You say of Cowley, (L. xvii. p. 234.) " He 
made his first essays in a free version of some of 
Pindar's odes, which I will not desire you to 
peruse ; for what amusement arc you likely to 
find in tlie obscure tales of antient mythology, 
and the adulation of forgotten horse-racers ?'* 
On TickelFs poem of " Kensington Garden," 
you say, (L. xviii. p. 249.) it " is a pretty 
fancy-piece ; not correct, indeed, in its mytho- 
logy, since it blends the fiction of the fairy 
system with that of the heathen deities." 

The more I consider your work, Sir, the 
more I am surprised lliat some of the songs 
have been inserted, and that in others those 
alterations have not been made which would 
have rendered them, not only harmless, but in- 
structive. That you have not forborne doing 
this out of respect to the authors,. and thinking 
it wrong to alter what has been sent into the. 
world in a certain form by tJiem, appears from 
what you have said in your Essny (p. xv.) 
about national stories in Old Ballads being 
" retold in newer and more polished diction, 
perhaps retrenched in their prolixity, an4 
enlivened by touches of sentiment," as may be 
seen in the two editions of the Ballad of Chevy 
Chase. You have yourself altered a song of 
Dr, Donne's, (p. 215.) on accoimt of the rugged 
J) 
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versification^ and you have omitted a verse in a 
Song of Sir John Suckling's; (p, 167.) and in 
that very pleasing work^ your Calendar of 
Nature, in the lines prefixed to uiprU^ from 
the song of Shakspeare, commonly known 
by the name of the Cuckoo Songy you have 
omitted the lines respecting the cuckoo's mock^ 
ing men, thinking them, I suppose, vulgar and 
indelicate. If report speak truth, the Edition of 
Dr. Watts's Songs, " Revised and Altiered, by 
a Lady," containing alterations of a still more 
important and extensive nature, (such as can be 
approved by Christians of only one denomi- 
nation,) were made by a lady nearly connected 
with you ; and with whom you have frequently 
been a brother in literary labours.* 

Mrs. Barbauld, in her Thoughts on 
THE Devotional Taste, prefixed to her 
Devotional Pieces, compiled from The 
Psalms and tlie Book of Job, says, " It was 
hoped" — " that it might be of service to the cause 
of religion, to make a collection of this kiod 
now ofiered to the public. In this cpUectbn, 
all the Psalms which would bear it are giv^n 
entire ; others, where the connected sense could 
be preserved with such an omission, have only 



• See this work reviewed io The Guardian 9r Eovca> 
Ti9ii^ Vol. II. p. 360. 
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the exceptionable* parts left out ; and a third 
class is formed of separate passages scattered 
ihrough several pieces, which are attempted 
to be formed into regular and distinct odes", 
(p. 46.) This is pretty much what I have 
attempted to do with English Songs in my 
Collection. 

1 think, therefore, we shall not differ very 
widely in .considering how far it is allowable 
and expedient to alter productions according to 
our ideas of propriety. 

But to leave these preliminary remarks, and 
]|^roceed to the consideration of the volume 
itself: I win, however^ first observe, that in 
your ideas of Vocal Poetry or of English Song, 
it appears to mie. Sir, you have taken much too 
confined a view. Vocal Poetry and vocal 
Music, as it exists at present in this kingdom, 
may be considered, first, as Sacred^ including 
the Psalms, Hymns, and Anthems, sung in our 
Churches, and the Oratorios, performed occa- 
sionally in our Churches, at the Theatres during 
Lent^ and sometimes at Concerts. In the 
second place we may rank Theatrical vocal- 
music, consisting of the Songs sung in Operas 
and other Dramatic Pieces, the Entertain- 



♦ By exceptioTtMbte^ I suppose Mn. B. means not appUcgbh 
to our ciittii08tiili.cr8. 
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ments of Professional men^ as Collins^ Dibdin, 
and others, and the Songs sung at concerts^ 
ivhich are, for the most part, selected frcun all 
or most of the preceding descriptions. Next to 
these may be considered the vocal music of 
the convivial board, both private parties and 
public meetings, at ^hicb Theatrical and Con- 
cert Songs are mostly sung, ^ith others pecu- 
liarly adapted to the. occasions; and^ lastly, the 
vocal music of the private room, or domestic 
circle, including all, or most of the former, as 
may be seen by turning over the Collections to 
be met with in almost every private house 
ivherein there are any persons who have a taste 
for music. These are the sources to which I have 
chiefly applied in forming my Collection of Songs 
in 3 volumes, and these I have attempted to 
class, as far as distinction appeared to me to be 
practicable ; but, as the primary object of these 
XfCtters is to examine the Songs you have 
chosen, according to your own selection and 
arrangement, and the observations you have 
made upon them, I shall consider each of your 
classes separately, and then shall make such 
further remarks as the subject seems to require. 
I am. Sir, 

with great respect, 

your obedient humble Servant, 
JAMES PLUMPTRE. 
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OK BASAjAOU and pastoral BONG& 



S^i. 5, 1810. 
SIR, 

In conformity with the order which you have 
yourself obperyed in your Volume of Vocal 
Poetry, I shall, in this Letter, make some 
reniarks upon that part of your Essay on Song- 
writii^ which relates to Ballads and Pastoral 
Soi^; and shall then proceed to make my 
observations upon the Ballads and Songs them- 
selves in the order in which they stand. 

Your remarks on the Ballad and its properties 
appear to me in general to be just ; but I cannot 
say that I agree with you in preferring the Bal- 
lads of ^^ Lord Ronald' ', (that is what Mr. 
Walter Scolt calls " Glenfinlas, or Lord 
Ronald's Coronach,") and " C^dyow Castle,'' 
from the Minstrelsy of the Scottish Border," 
to those of William and Margaret, Colin and 
Lucy, and the Hermit of Goldsmith. The 
particular merits of these pieces 1 shall consider 
hereafter; but I will just observe that if 
D 2 
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" Glenfinlas" and " Cadyow Castle" surpass 
the others in vigour of poetry, th^ others have 
the advantage of subject. Glenfinlas is calcu- 
lated only to nourish that love for the marvellous 
and supernatural to which the human mind is 
too prone, and Cadyow Castle sets an act of 
deliberate anid bloody revenge in the light of an 
heroic action. After mentioning these, and 
adverting to some French metrical pieces, you 
say, (p. xvii.) that " we are now got beyond 
"the limits of song properly so called, since it is 
evident that a great number of stanzas, sung to 
an unifornily repeated simple tune, would be 
insupp6rtably tedious to modem ears ; whence 
such compositions must be considered as 
addressed merely to readers, and be referred to 
the class of minor poetry". The Ballads of 
William and Margaret, Colin and Lucy, and 
the Hermit, have, I believe, been all set to music 
and sung at Concerts; and though the gene- 
rality of hearers of songs in this age are not 
remarkable for giving very long attention to any 
one subject, yet they will sit to hear some tole- 
rably long productions of this kind, when the 
words are interesting, the tune simple and pathe- 
tic or lively and well adapted to narrative, and 
the words well articulated. Some of the 
Songs ^f Collins and of Mr. Dibdin are nearly, 
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if not quite, as long as some of these, and haye 
been listened to with delight by numerous 
audiences. Shorter than these, hut, for sweet- 
ness of effect, worthy the attention of every 
lover of simple vocal music, Collins's Roman 
Veteran or Date Obolum Belisario, and Dib- 
din's Sailor's Journal, Tom Tackle, Labourer's 
Welcome Home, and Nongtongpaw, might be 
listened to without taedium were they twice or 
three times the length. The lower classes, I 
beKeve, have some long narrations amongst 
their popular songs. But I do not see why the 
simple recitation of such pieces might not be 
introduced with effect at festive meetings. On 
some public occasions I believe this has been 
tried and succeeded. 

You have afterwards, Sir, (p. xxi.) called 
attention to some ballads, which, I think, had 
been better consigned to oblivion, than men- 
tioned as they are by you : one receiving the 
engaging appellation of " sprightly ballad," 
and another recommended by saying that the 
author " gained great applause"^ and that it 
is <^ remarkable for the ease of its language and 
the liveliness of its imagery". The stage has 
long since relinquished the former,* The 



* While the maoagere of the theatres have very commeii- 
dably purified the stage from mnch ofeittif e matter, it is to 
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Ballad of Old Robin Gray of which jou have 
said so mucli in commendation, has not found a 
place in your Volume. 

But to proceed to the Pastoral Song : 
In your Letters to your Son, the eighth and 
ninth of the first volume are ^^ On Naiure and 
Art, and the Love of Novelty". You give 
your opinion, (p. 65.) that noveliy is '^ the 
great requisite in all endeavours to entertain". 
And you support this opinion through these two 
Letters. Without conceding the justness of 
this opinion, and also without controverting it on 
the ground of general criticism, 1 will venture 
to affirm, in the way of moral criticism, that, 
were the opinion ever so correct, it could no 
way justify any thing immoral in Songs or 
other compositions. A principle of abstaining 
from every thing which may do harm, of sup- 
pressing resolutely every idea which tends to 
undermine or enfeeble our morals, whatever be 
its charms of originality, of humour, or the like, 
is the first and grand principle to be impressed 
upon the minds of those who write to entertain, 
or indeed who write for other purposes. I 
might also dwell upon the distinction between 



bfflamentfd that such ttuff as The Farthing Rashtigbt, William 
Taylor, Milt Bajley, Mr. Lobski and another of the Songs, 
•ang by Servitz to the Exile, ihould be itill luffcred. 
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the merely entertaining^ and the producing of 
those higher effects upon the mind, which a 
reader may experience from pathetic or in- 
structive poetry. From which it would follow, 
that, though Novelty were allowed as the great 
requisite for entertaining, jei it would not 
therefore be the great requisite for poetry at 
large. Nor can I admit, even in Songs^ that 
either the sole object or the sole effect is, to 
entertain. In sacred Songs, in many dramatic 
Songs, and in some which are used only in a 
private room, nay even in the solitary perusal 
of some, the attentive mind, duly prepared by 
habit and intellect, will find an impression 
which would be ill described by the word 
entertained. 

But I avoid dwelling upon these points, thai 
I may rest upon my main ground, the moral 
considerations which are to guide us. I main- 
tain the indispensable necessity of keeping 
within the bounds of innocence ; even though 
it should diminish our entertainment. Which, 
however, I deny that it will, in a continued 
course ; although it may for a time, in instances 
of minds vitiated in taste, or unfurnished with 
moral principle. But it is the duty o[ authors, 
not to accommodate their compositions to such 
minds, but to offer that which (while it enter- 
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tains, elevates, or otherwise innocentlj moyes) 
may gradually correct the taste and instil good 
principles : or, to say the least, will not make 
that worse whicli is already bad« 

It may not be amiss, however, briefly to 
adduce your own authority ; in order to prevent 
the Readers of your two Letters before men- 
tioned from taking what you have said, on 
Novelty and Art as requisites for pleasing or 
entertaining, more strongly than you yourself 
intended. Gay wrote some rural pieces, 
painting real manners, without fictitious soft- 
ening; intending them as burlesque parody, 
and as a ridicule on vulgar pastoral. But what 
was the result ? Of these pieces of Gay you 
say, in your Letters on Poetry (L. v. p. 37.), 
<* such is the charm of reality, and so grateful 
to the general feelings are the images drawn from 
rural scenes, that they afford amusement to all 
ranks of readers ; and they who did not com- 
prehend the jest, enjoyed them as faithful 
copies of nature". Also in the Letters on 
Poetry (L. ix. p. 125.), you admit tliat Dr. 
J ohnsonj2/^^/y censured some poems in Milton's 
time (fictitious pastoral), " for that want of 
reality which almost entirely destroys their 
interest". And (L. xix. p. 268.) you com- 
mend Goldsmith's Deserted Village as a copy 
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of reality. Again, (p. 277.) you quote this 
stanza from Johnson, 

Id misery's darkest caYerns known, 

His useful care was evernigb, 
Where hopeless anguish pourM hit groan, 

And lonely'Want retired to die. 

And you subjoin these words : " I confess, 
that much as I admire the flight of a poetical 
imagination, it is these sober serious strains to ^ 
which at present I recur with most delight. 
Your taste may reasonably be different ; yet I 
trust in the solidity of your understanding to 
lead you to set a just value upon that verse, 
which, while it gratifies the ear, also touches 
and meliorates the heart". Excuse me, Sir, if 
I express my surprise that the taste which 
could relish these lines, and the heart which 
could dictate these sentiments, could afterwards 
give to the world the Volume of Vocal Poetry. 
You raise my admiration of your taste, when, 
speaking of Cowper, (Letter xx. p. 294.) and of 
^' the pathetic address" in the Tirocinium 
(1. 845.) " to the father just on the point of 
sending his son to a public school", you say, 
*^ It is in such domestic pictures of the tender 
kind that Cowper is inimitable! If you wish 
to feel the full force of the simple pathetic, 
raised by no other art than the selection of little 



36 LBTTER II. 

circamstances, which could only have suggested 
themselves to an exquisitely sensible heart, you 
must turn to the piece which has lately appeared 
in his ^^ Life by Hayley," addressed to the 
beloved companion of so many years, hb Marj/y 
now reduced to second infancy. All the studied 
elegies and monodies that were ever written are 
poor in effect to this effusion". 

In your Essay prefixed to Thomson's Seasons, 
(p. Iviii.) speaking of ^^ those simple incidents 
which ate most adapted to excite the sym- 
pathetic emotions," you say, " The nearer 
they approach to common life, the more cer- 
tainly will they produce their effect". 

Not to multiply passages on this head, I 
shall merely cite two from j'our Essay on Song- 
writing, the one (p. xxii.) where speaking of 
the Ballad of Old Robin Gray, you say that it 
" has scarcely its equal for the touching effect 
(rf* a story related in the most simple and 
unaffected manner, and with no exaggeration of 
feeling". The other is p. xxviii, and direct to 
my purpose, that, " AH pastoral poetry, how- 
ever, it must be acknowledged, tends to a 
langour and insipidity proceeding from the 
monotony of the imagery and ideas, and the 
radical want of that reality which is requisite 
for exciting a lively interest". 
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These references to your own works, Sir, 
will, I ponceive, support me in maintaining, 
that a departure from Ndture, to " feed our 
appetite for novelty upon imaginary beings," 
(Letters to Son. Vol. I. L. viii. p. 67.) is not 
a prime requisite for poetical composition; 
though you say that we are at last compelled to 
it. Perhaps, after all, you and I do not fun- 
damentally differ much upon this subject. I 
allow charms to Art and Novelty, in their 
proper place : and you (as appears frmn the 
foregoing citations) pay great deference to 
Reality/ anfl Sober Strains. Noyelty is one 
source of pleasure ; but the steady and well- 
formed mind, I conceive, derives many of its 
enjoyments from other and higher sources. The 
superior mind of Cowper seems to have dwelt 
with peculiar pleasure on scenes and ideas with 
which he had long been familiar. In the first 
Book of that incomparable Poem, The Task, he 
particularly seems to rejoice that his advanced 
years have not 

•* yet impair'd 
My relish of fair prospect, scenes that sooChM 
Or cbarm'd me yooQCt no longer young, I find 
Still soothing, and of power to charm me still." Line 140. 

But how near we are to an agreement on this 
subject of Novelti/^ is probably not necessary 
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to be settled. On the propriety of admitting 
many of the Songs in your Collection, we seem 
to differ widely. But, before I come to remark 
on the separate songs, I wish to say something 
on your observations respecting the state of 
morals in our villages. 

You say (Vol. I. L. ix. p. 79.) " we know 
too well that no Arcadia exists upon modem 
ground, and that vice and wretchedness prevail 
in the hamlet as well as in the city." That 
they prevail in both we must not deny. But 
you say (Vol. 11. L. xii. p. 205.) '^ The vil- 
lage has its rake and debauchee as well as the 
town ; the alehouse of the one offers as great a 
temptation as the tavern of the other ; female 
chastity is an object of seduction equally in 
both ; the day-labourer of the one is as much 
disposed as the mechanic or manufacturer of 
the other to neglect his hirer's business, and 
make petty depredations on his property; for 
want and laziness are just the same motives in 
both." That these evils are as greaity that 
they are equally prevalent, in the Country and 
the City, I cannot welt grant. 

I have resided a great part of my life in the 
Country ; and I may say that I have associated 
both with farmers and labourers, I have known 
them intimately as the pastor of a parish, I 
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hare seen them in their religious duties, in their 
occupations, and in their festivities; — I have 
seen the poor of other places by the way, while 
I have travelled on foot through many parts of 
this island, both in their cottages and in their 
public houses ; nay, I have not only seen those 
^nployed in rural life, but I have conversed with 
the miner, the manufacturer, and the artisan, the 
ostler, the postboy, and the coachman, the fish- 
erman., the sailor and the soldier. And I conceive 
it but an act of justice due to the lower classes 
of society to say, that I do not think they 
are worse than the higher, or even as bad; 
when I reflect upon their education, their 
opportunities of learning, and the examples set 
them, I consider them as being better ; — ^though 
far be it from me to say that I do not think 
there is much vice to be found among the lower 
classes, much virtue among the higher. But^ 
amid the lower classes I have seen much genuine 
and unaffected piety, unshaken integrity, sobri- 
ety and chastity, much brotherly love, and a 
readiness to assist each other in want or in af- 
fliction*. Nor must I omit in my catalogue of 



' * Id Btsbop Horoe's admirable Discoune on The Bkw^ 
EffecU of Ptnetenwce, preacbed before Uie Society for pn>» 
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virtues not unfrequently to be met with, and 
especially as connected with this subject, an 
urbanity and unaffected civility of manner, I 
might almost say a polish^ whkh has-been truly 
pleasant, and so &r from ^' rude manners*' and 
*^ coarse expressions/* (Letters to Son. Vol. I. 



rooting Christian Knowled^, io the year 178S, be bean this 
favourable testimooy to the virtoei of the Poor. 

*' If it be enqaired ** Whether the poor be capable of 
making any considerable proficiency io the school of Christ ?*' 
Kiperieoce will answer in the affirmative. With a little plaio 
instraction, they ran apprehend the articles of faith a& contained 
in the Apostles* Creed, and tbe rules of practice as laid down la 
Ihe comBMUidnients. They can learn to trust in Godf their 
Creator, Redeemer, and Sanctifier : they can give bin tbankt 
for what they have, and pray.to him for what they want. Thejr 
ran love their Saviour, and for his sake shew kindness to their 
lirethren, whom he has redeemed. One may oftioi behold, 
among the lower ranks, that attention to the distresses of eaeh 
other, that earnest desire, and, what is of more worthy that 
unwearied endeavour, to remove or alleviate then, wbicb do 
credit to the human heart, wherever they are found. A poor ' 
person, after labouring through the day, will pass the sight io 
watching with a sick neighbour ; while the rich pursue their 
pleasures, the scholar retires to his library, and the Tlrtuoeo to 
his cabinet, safe from the importunity of the wretched, and 
where the voice of misery never penetrates. ]>t not the pride 
of wealth or science look down with contempt upoif the poor, 
since thty often possess and eibibit that charity which is the end 
of knowlege, the comfort of society, the balm of life t and by 
bis proficiency in which, every man is to be tried, at the judg- 
ment of the great day.—*' Hath not Goo chosen tbe poor } Vci 
not Mah, then, despise them." 



ON BALLADS AND PASTORAL 80N08. 41 

L. ix. p. 79.) that, where it has been necessary 
to speak upon unseemlj subjects, the utmost 
decorum of language has been observed. 

In short, though I do not boast of having 
witnessed the peasantry (nor other ranks of 
men) as having attained the state of mind held 
out to us by pastoral and other poets, as a 
pattern for imitaticm ; yet I have seen enough 
of Good to rescue them from the general charge 
which seems to be implied in your Letters to 
your Son. (Vol. I. L. ix. p. 78.) I tliink I 
have seen " the tender passion" in a consider- 
able degree of purity ; that I have seen " con- 
tent, disinterestedness, benevolence, simplicity, 
and delicacy"; and these not inspiring one 
bosom only, but prevailing sufficiently to cha- 
racterize the inhabitants ; and not in one hamlet 
only, but in number sufficient to give me a 
favourable impression of the generality of our 
retired villages, especially where any pains 
have been taken by the clergyman or the prin- 
cipal person in the place to promote civi- 
lization, morals and religion. 

The Poet Burns, who was an accurate 
observer of mankind, formed at different times 
two societies for the purposes of convivial inter- 
course and mental improvement. Dr, Curric, 
in his Life of Burns, says, " The members of 
E 2 
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these two societies were originalljr all young 
men from the country, and chiefly sots of fiur- 
mers ; a description of persons^ in the opinioH 
of our poet, more agreeable in their manners, 
more virtuous in their conduct, and more sus- 
ceptible of improyement, than the self-sufficient 
mechanics of country-towns", (p. 1(^0 Pro- 
fessor Stewart, in his Letter to Dr. Currie, in 
the same work, (p. 138.) says, speaking of 
Burns, " He was passionately fond of the 
beauties of nature ; and 1 recollect once he told 
me, when I was admiring a distant prospect in 
one of our morning walks, that the sight of so 
many smoking cottages gave a pleasure to his 
mind, which none could understand who had 
not witnessed, like himself, the happiness and 
worth which they contained". 

All that I conceive, therefore, to be necessary 
in writing pastoral or rural poetry is, as in other 
delineations, to select good subjects, and to 
place those in advantageous points of view. In 
short, the poet need not depart farther from the 
rigid truth than the portrait painter ; who, if the 
original have any defect on one side of his face^ 
will chuse the other ; will request him to call up 
his most favourable looks ; or, if sickness should 
have given him a pallid cheek, will bestow upon 
h^n something nearer approaching to the glow of 
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health. You yourself commend " the rural 
character, as delineated in the feelings of 
. Thomson", (whom you had before praised for 
^* the admirable use" which he has made of the 
<^ several occasions of introducing draughts c^ 
human lifeand manners,") and say, that it ^^ con- 
tains all the softness, purity, and simplicity that 
are feigned of the golden age". (Essay on 
Thomson's Seasons, p. Iviii.) You say, p. Ivii. 
that " The Poet of the seasons" — " may draw 
pictures of the pastoral life in all its genuine sim- 
plicity ; and assuming the tone of a moral in- 
structor, may contrast the peace and felicity c^ 
innocent retirement with the turbulent agitation* 
of ambition and avarice". Are the Damon and 
Musidora, the Celadon and Amelia, and the 
Palemon and Lavinia, of Thomson, too highly 
charged to be allowed to be portraits $ That 
they are not I conceive you would allow from 
what you say yourself, when speaking of 
the Love Elegies of Hammond, you mention 
^^ that in which a picture is drawn of connubial 
love in a country retreat, (Elegy xiii.) with cir- 
cumstances only a little varied from those which 
might really take place in such a situation 
among ourselves. It is the English farmer", 
(you say) <^ who speaks in the following stanza : 

With timely care IH sow my little field 
And pUmt my ercbard with ki mafler's baad i 
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Nor |)lii»h to spread the hay* the hook to wield, 
Or tsj^ise in>' sheavet aloo(^ the sunny land. 

He appears afterwards under a more refined 
form^ but still suitable enough to VLferme omSe : 

What joy to wind along the cool retreat, 

To stop and gase oo Delia as I go 1 
To mingle sweet diMroarse with kisses sweet, 

And teach my lovely scholar all I know !** 

(Letted on Poetry. L. viii. p. III.) 

The Pastorals of Gay, though portraits, are in 
several instances too gross and indecent. One of 
the most delightful pastorals with which I am 
acquainted, though it is written in prose, is The 
Shepherd of Salisbury Plain, in the Cheap 
Repository Tracts, written by Mrs. H. More; 
which for genuine and cheerful piety, and for 
excellent delineation of Character, without 
rising above humble life on the one hand, or 
descending into grossness or vulgarity on the 
other, is a production highly worthy the 
attention of the most simple and of the most en- 
lightened understanding*. Several of the other 



* When these Tracts were proposed as proper books to gif« 
away as rewards to the Children at the New School, at Cam- 
bridge, one of the GoTemors objected to this story that thrre 
Trere some words which he considered as vulgarisms in if, 
namely the shepherd's talking of *' 'pothecary's stuff,'* and ** I 
would work myself to a 'oatomy". These are traits of realiig 
which, in my estimation, 9» a represcsptation of life, add to the 
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Cheap Repository Tracts arc of the same 
description, and some of the Rural Tales of 
Robert Bloomfield are of a very pleasing as 
well as natural cast. 

The Ballad which stands first in your pre- 
sent Collection is that very celebrated one by 
Gay, '^ Twas when the seas were, roaring", 
which however beautiful the versification may 
be, to my mind presents an unpleasing picture 
of murmuring and despair : 

How can they my that Nature 

Hat Dothiof nade in ▼aio ? 
Why theo beneath tbe water 

Do hideoof rodu remio ? 

Now, as 

Natare is bat the oane for an effect 
Whose cause is God. 

Cooper^s Task. B. YI. 1. 225. 

I consider all complaints against the^ works of 
Creation, as murmuring against the Great 



deli|(ht of it| aod it would be easy and osefal to poiot oot to 
rbildren what the proper words are, and how these caaie to be 
inserted. 

If aataral seotimentsbe exprcMed with simplicity and feeiiagt 
even unpolished langoageand false {rammar, I cooceife, rather 
add to the interest and pleasare of the poem, than offend, as ia 
Mr. Dibdin's Songs of The TolteOp Tom Tackle, True Coarage» 
■od sone others. 
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Creator. Or, if it be said, that the world is not 
now in the state in which God created it, the 
sentiments which shouhl be excited by whatever 
we suffer through the fall of man from his 
original state of perfection, should be humi- 
liation and resignation. The Song contains no 
good sentiment or instruction of any kind. 

The Ballad which follows it,» bjr the same 
writer, " All in the Downs the fleet was moor'd", 
(p. 3.) is of a much more pleasing kind, being 
a picture of the parting of faithful loyers. The 
seventh stanza, however, appears to me to be 
objectionable, and I accordingly omitted it 
when I inserted the Song in my different Col- 
lections : 

Tbo' battle calls me from tby aniw, 

Let not my pretty Susan mourn $ 
Tfao' camions roar, yet free from barms 
William shall to his dear return: 
Love turns asideibe balls that round me fly, 
iiCsC precious tears should drop from Susao^s eye. 

TJie fourth line is too positive and presump- 
tuous; and, if Love be put for Cupid, or 
merely a personification of the passion, or we 
will even suppose for a guardian Angel, in the 
first supposition it is heathen^ in the second 
and third it is presumptuous, and affirming that 
for which he has no authority. 

Mr. Dibdin, iu his Song of The SaUor's 
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Journal, has managed a similar idea with more 
caution : 

Next moni a storm came on at fear, 

At «ix the elements in motion 
Plung*d roe and three poor Sailors more 

Headlong within the foaming ocean. 

Poor \ir retches ! they soon found their graves* 

For me, it may be only fancy, 
Bvt Liive seem'd to forbid the waves 

To snatch me from the arms of Nancy. 

Here, as he speaks of a thing past, had he put 
Providence, I think there could not have been 
any objection : he introduces Providence in the 
next verse : 

Scarce the fovl biirricaoe was cleared. 
Scarce winds and waves had ceas'd to rattle, 

When a bold enemy appearM, 
And, dauntlessy we prepared for battle : 

And now, whple some1»v*d friend or wife, 
LiHe lightning, rushed on ev'ry fancy, 

To JVoyidenpe I trusted life, 
Put up a prayer, and thought on Nancy. 

The Song of The Maid in Bedlam (p. 5.) owes 
its popularity perhaps to the very beautiful air 
to which it is set. The moral or instruction it 
contains is nothuig, unless we take the burden of 
it, " I love ray love, because I know my love 
loves me", as a picture of faithful attachment. 
In the third verse 

O should it please the pitying powers to call me to the sky, 
V\\ claim a guardian angers charge around ray love to 11} ; &c. 

the claim I consider as presumptuous. 
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We are indebted to you, Sir, for the next 
Song, (p. 6.) Avliich begins with " It was a 
winter's evening," and which is one of the best 
in the Collection, for the beauty of its versi- 
fication. It contains a useful lesson to parents, 
not to turn their children out of doors and 
expose them to shame, want and despair, even 
though they should have been unhappily be- 
trayed by an artful and faithless Seducer, or 
even with less excuse have been guilty of 
sin. Under this impression, I inserted it in 
the second Volume of my Collection of S(»igs, 
under the title of The Forsaken Damsel 
My attention has, however, been called to 
it, by a friend, to wliom I have subniiitted 
these Letters hi manuscript, as likely to make 
a bad impression upon young persons ; as it 
tends to interest the reader in behalf of a dam' 
5e/fan unmarried woman) who has had a child, 
while no alleviating previous circumstances 
appear to lessen her guilt, and no subsequent 
penitence to place lier in the light of one likely 
to receive forgiveness. Or, more strictly, no 
penitence except what may be conjectured from 
this, that she " cast her eyes to heaven". Now 
a person may do this with various sensations. 
Lady Randolph, in the Tragedy of Douglas, 
is represented as doing this in the act of com- 
mitting suicide : 
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theo lifting op ber head 
And b<ri»iiite bands to lieaveo, seaming to fay« 
Whj am I forcM to thii ? She plaog'd henelf 
Into the empty air. Act. V. 

The concluding words of the song are the same 
as those of the first song. In reading them thercy 
I felt that there was a want of Christian for- 
titude in the sufferer. And so it seems here. 
Then as to the leul^ the father of the child, men- 
tioned in the second verse, the blame cast on 
him is merely for fickleness, for leaving one 
damsel for a richer. He is neither charged 
with seduction, nor is any blame cast upon him 
for that of which he certainly was guilty,^ the 
having a cliild before marriage. If he was not 
guilty of seduction, was only* guilty in the same 
degree with her, even less, — suppose that she 
was the seducer, — iii these cases her guilt is 
increased, and ther^ is no diminution of guilt 
on the whole. 

To give the song, however, the most favour- 
able interpretation possible, it might be that the 
reason Ihr.-whkh the damsel's cruel fiither" shut 
his door" upon her, and her cruel mother 
" such a sight did see", I suppose without 
interfering, was the daughter having married 
without their^ consent ; and the g*oW for which 
the lad left her love, was that which he hoped 
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to obtain by going to sea. This diminishes the 
guilt of the damsel in whose behalf the song is 
intended to interest us, but increases the cruelty 
of the parents and the husband. It is a pity 
that her precise case was not stated. 

The word despairing in the last verse, I sup- 
pose, means only with respect to her prospects in 
this world, if her casting her eyes to heaven j 
be in penitence and hope. 

However easy^ the versification of Lo- 
CHiNVAR (p. 8.) may be, the story surely is 
not one to be related, as if the conduct of Young 
Lochinvar was not wrong in carrying oflF the 
bride of another man,' even though he had first 
paid his addresses to the lady and been refused 
by the father. It does not appear that the 
father had forced the fair Ellen into this mar- 
riage ; and, even if he had, she was not then 
at liberty to forsake him and to go off with 
another. 

In your favourite ballad of Old Robin Gray, 
Jenny, after she has married Robin against her 
own will, at the instigation of her parents, 
thinking her lover Jemmy is dead, when he 
returns, says, 

I darena think on Jemmy, for that would be a sin. 

She is clear that, being married to another, 



ON BALLADS AND PASTORAL SONGS. 51 

though her '^ heart it said nay", gii^es her^ not only 
no licence to attend to her former lover, but 
that thinking on him would be a sin'*. 

Howe's Pastoral of ^^ Despairing beside a 
clear stream'* (p. 11.) appears to you (Essay* 
p. xxviiO " a very perfect example of that 
union of simple language with natural sentiment 
which best suits the kind of fiction adopted, and 
is capable of (he most pathetic effects/' The 
sentiments, if neUuraly that is, such as persons 
so situated often itiake use of, are yet, I think, 
some of then! noijusty that is, what they ought to 
be. If the word despairing in the first verse 
may be allowed in the sense before mentioned 
(see p, 50. > yet " 'Twere better by fiir I had 
died", in the second, is certainly an 'unwarrant- 
able renunciation of life. And the four last 
lines of verse five, 

*' Tho' thro' the wide world we ihoiild raogCt 

'Tis in vaio from our fortooe to fly } 
^wM her't to be falie, aod fo ebfluige; 

'Tit nine to be coiMtaot awi die." ' 

teaches the doctrine of predestination or fata- 



• Hafiof meotioBcd this Song so often without exprcttiog 
my dimeut from Dr. A.*8 opioioo of it, I think it right to state 
that I cannot altogether agree w ith him. The general moral of 
it it good { but Jenny gives way too much to her grief in wishing 
she »ere<fea<r,andthewrea<A(orspirit) and gAo<< are mentioned 
as if there realij "were such things common amongst us. 
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lism, and to ^bich so many, even in these days, 
are inclined, 

*' when weak womeo go attraj 
Their Stan are more io faalt than they.** 

I onpe heard a female ^ho had made an im- 
prudent marriage attribute it, not to her own 
fault, but to the planets. In the last line of the 
Song the Shepherd says, ^^ His Ghost shall 
glide over the green", which will still serve as 
food to the spirit of superstition. 

In the Song " As on a summer's day," 
(p. IS.) verse 3, mention is made of Pan our 
gody as if there really were such a being ; and 
fortune is introduced in the last verse too much 
in the place of Providence, who " giveth and 
taketh away." 

Of the next Song, " To the brook and 
the willow that heard ^ him complain," by 
Rowe, (p. 15.) you say " This piece, 
written by the author on the occasion of the 
illness of the lady he afterwards married, has 
all the pathetic of real feeling, though under the 
garb of pastoral fiction." I must confess it 
appears to me to contain much overstrained 
sentiment ; and the fates are introduced, as 
having decreed the loss of his charmer, and, if 
so, *' one fate to thy Colin and thee shall be- 
tide." 
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The Song begiDniiig ^^ Daphnis stood pensive 
in the shade", (p. 17.) is not perhaps alto- 
gether a bad lesson to over-coy or coquettish 
maidens ; but the idea 

Nature still speaks io wonaa's eyes. 
Oar artful Ups were made to feign. 

is certainly charging upon the Creator, the God 

of Truthy what is not just. 

In the next Song (on Alexis, p. 19.) Heaven 

is called upon^ to shield us all from Cupid* $ 

bow ! If Alexis loved Clorinda, why did he 

not declare his love before, rather than silently 

nourish ^' endless woe"? and when Clorinda 

heard his passion, if he was an object worthy 

her love, why did she not return it ? and if there 

was any suflScient reason against it, why was 

not that kindly stated, rather than a promise 

clainled 

, *• ne'er again 
To breathe your vowl or speak your pain," while 
«« He bow'd, obey'd, and died.'' 

This concluding Ime shews a want of for- 
titude in the lover. The love ^ woman, 
though justly ranking high, is rank^'too high 
when a man, on disappointment, falls lifeless. 
The recourse to death for disappointed love 
ought not certainly to receive encouragement 
from Songs or other publications. If suicide 
f2 
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be held forth, the blame is flagrant ; and if it be 
only sinking into death through the violence of 
the disappointment, yet this argues the want of 
a due habit of fortitude, or else a very \indae 
comparative estimate of the blessings of life. 

The Song begimiing '^ The sun was sunk 
beneath the hill," (p. 21.) I consider as a libel 
on the female sex, and one of those which do so 
much harm ; some in exalting them above their 
rank in society, and some in degrading them 
below it : but of this I shall treat more at large, 
when I come to speak upon the Amatory, or 
Love Songs. The following is the second 
verse : 

Who seeks to plack the fragrant rase 
From the hard rock or oozy beach, 

Who from each weed that barren grows 
Experts the grape or downy peach, 

With equal faith may hope to find 

The truth of lot e in womankind. 

In the Sd verse ^^ A woman's venal heart" is 
mentioned as a general expression, aQ4 in the 
4th verse ate the following lines, 

How wretched if the fiiithful joath ! 

Since women's hearts are bought and sold : 
They ask no vows of sacred truth, 

Wheoe*er they sigh, they sigh for gold. 

That I may not be hypercritical^ I will not 
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make any remarks to detract from the merit of 
the very beautiful Song of Tweed Side. (p. 23.)- 
The Pastoml Ballad by Shenstone, in four 
parts, (p. 24.) appears in general to deserve 
the praise jou have bestowed upon it, (Essay 
p. xxviii.) ^^ though unequal in its composition, 
it has given much pleasure to all who were 
capable of entering into the delicacies of the 
soft passion in its purest form." But, in the 
last verse of the first part, (p. 26.) I find 
Corydon talking of the vows and devotion he 
owes to Phyllis, aiiii. Part 2. v. 6., (p. 28.) 
so much I her accents adore. Part 3. v. 2. 
(p. 30.) he says 

I coold lay down my life for the swain. 
Who w ill sing bBt a Song in her praise. 

Part 4. V. 3. (p. 32.) he says of 

** nymphs of a higher degree: 
It is not for me to explain 
How fair and how fickle they be". 

V. 5. Cp. 33.) Fate is introduced as having 
^^ never bestow*d such delight" ; and v. 6. on 
account of his Disappointment, he says, 

I would hide with the beasts of the chase, * 

certainly not a sentiment for a rational beings 
much less for a Christian. 
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Of Gunuingliam, tbe ^< admirer and imiiaior'^ 
of Shenstone, you say, (Essay, p. xxviii.) that 
he ^^ has at least equalled him m some pieces 
Mrrkten in his manner." In his Pastoral To the 
Memory of William Shenstoney Esq. (p. 34.) 
I find the following verse : 

No Yerdure shall corer the vale, 

No bloom on the bloaioon appear ; 
The sweetiof (he forest shall fail, 

Aod winter discolour the year. 
No birds in our hedges shall sing, 

(Oor hed(ses so vocal before) 
Since he that should welcome the spring 

Can greet the gay season no more. 

If this be a wish^ it is uncharitable ; if it be pre- 
dictive or declarative, it is presumptuous and 
profane. 

Cunningham's second Pastoral on Content, 
(p. 35.) with which you close this class of 
Songs, I have myself given with some trifling 
alterations in the second volume of. my Col- 
lection. It had been better, perhaps, if I had 
made even farther alterations in the third stanza. 

I am, Sir, with great respect, 
Your &c. 
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POSTSCRIPT. 

As it is my wish, Sir, to make this work a re- 
y iew of your former publication, now re-edited by 
Mr. Evans, as well as of your present work, I 
shall annex Postscripts to the Letters on those 
classes of Songs, which have, as in this case, a 
direct parallel in the former, or which bear the 
nearest resemblance to them, noticing those 
pieces which .are omitted in your Vocal Poetry ; 
, reserving for a separate Letter those which are 
added by Mr. Evans. . 

In the Class of Ballads and Pastoral Songs, the 
first is the very beautiftil Ballad of The Fbi ar 
OF Orders Gray, by Dr. Percy, (p. 37.) 
upon which I have few observations to make. 
The salutation in the second verse, " Now 
Christ thee save", is a proof that the most sacred 
names may be introduced with propriety into 
such compositions. Verse 5, &c. the Friar tells 
a downright falshood, whicl\I think should have 
been managed in a different way. V. 11. The 
lady wishes to die because her lover, as she sup- 
poses, is dead, which she has not a right to do. 
Her grief is very beautifully reproved in the two 
following verses. 

The Hermit of Goldsmith, (p. 42.) upon 
a similar story, avoids the felshood c^ which I 
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complain in tbe former. It is to my mind, a 
most beautiful Ballad, and far superior to such 
lis Lord Ronald and Cadyow Castle. What 
tbe author says upon friendship and love is too 
severe, and the expression " where heaven and 
you reside" is going too far in praise : the fol- 
lowing verse is admirable ; 

Id humble simplest liablt clad. 
No wealth oor power bad be; 

Wisdom and worth were all he had. 
But these were all to me. 

Angelina is too ready ip '^ lay her down and 
die." 

Colin and Lucy, by Ti^kell,. (p, 49.) 
has certainly a moral purpose, being intended 
as a warning to young men to keep the vows 
they make to their sweet-hearts. Bpt the fd- 
lowing verses will encourage superstition in 
weak minds : 

Three times all is the dead of night 

A bell wa^ieard to ring ; 
And shrieking at her window thrice. 

The raven flapped her wing. 

Too well the love-lorn maiden knew 

The solemn-hodmg sound. 
And thus in dy ing words bespoke 

The maidens weeping round* 

'* I hear a voice you cannot bear, 
Which says I most not stay t 
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I see a hand you' caimot see. 
Which beckons me away. 

• She afterwards dies, her c<»rpse meets Colin, 
as he is returning from his wedding with another 
woman, he falls down dead and is buried in the 
same grave with her, and the poem concludes 
with the following warning : 

Bift, swain forsworn, whoe'er thoo art. 

This hallowed spot forbear ! 
Reroeoiber Colin's dreadful f;ite. 

And fear to uMiet him there. 

Does him mean fcUe personified, or Colin^ that 
is, his ghost? I suppose the latter, and 
therefore think it objectionable. 

On the belief in Ghosts, and the support 
which it receives from such productions as 
William and Margaret, (p. 53.) I have 
given my opinion in a former work : See The 
Notes annexed to my DiscouiCses ox sub- 
jects RELATING TO THE AmUSEMENT OP 

THE Stage, p. 143, 147. 

You, Sir, in the first volume of your Letters 
to ' your Son, (L. xxi. On the prevalence of 
Truth, p. 222.) seem to entertain sentiments 
not very dissimilar : " many of those subjects 
in which false opinions are most prevalent, lay 
such hold on the weak parts of man, his pas* 
sions and affections, that he is in general inca* 



60 POSTSCRIPT TO LETTER II. 

pacitated from making proper use of the expe- 
rience of past ages, and seems doomed to run a 
perpetual round *of the same follies and mistakes. 
This is the cause why reason has not been able 
to do more in abolishing superstition. Various 
species of it have occasionally been rendered 
unfashionable by ridicule or detection ; but the 
principle itself keeps its hold in the human 
breast, ready to seize every opportunity of 
regaining all the influence it may have lost. In 
countries the most enlightened by science and 
letters, it is wonderful how much superstition is 
constantly lurking amongthe vulgar of all ranks, 
nay, among the enlightened themselves : for 
where the temper disposes to it, bpth learning 
and science may be made to afford additional 
materials for it to work upon. A faith in 
omens, prophesies, and horoscopes, in fortunate 
names and numbers, in warnings and appa- 
ritions, in supernatural cures, and other frau- 
dulent pretensions respecting the principal 
objects of hope and fear, is no more likely at 
the present day to be eradicated, than it was at 
any former period. Reason has no greater 
power over these delusions, than the Roman 
senate had ov6r the influence of the Chaldean 
soothsayers : " Genus hominum (says Tacitus) 
quod in civitate nostra et vetabitur semper, et 
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retiiiebitur." It bas rendered them in a certain 
degree discreditable, and reduced them to ope- 
rate .more in secret than formerly, > and more 
individuals have been freed from their swsiy ; 
but he must know little of the actual state of 
things who supposes their present influence to be 
inconsiderable, or, perhaps, diminishing," And, 
afterwards, in Letter xxy, which contains 
<< Remarks on an argument in favour of the 
Reality of Spectral appearances", which argu- 
ment is Dr. Johnson's, put into the mouth of 
the Sage, Imlac, in his Rasselas, you say (p. 381.) 
^' It may be further observed, that with r^ard 
to supposed spectral appearances, the idea of 
them has, in different countries and ages, rcr 
ceived such variations as might be expected 
from the operation of the fancy modified by 
variety of circumstances. One remarkable di- 
versity is, .that similar things are represented as 
passing in a vision and in reality ; and sometimes 
it is not easy to say which of the two is in- 
tended." After giving instaiices from Virgil 
and Ovid, you say (p. 283.) " It would be 
easy to multiply instances in which the poets, 
those faithful recorders of popular superstitions, 
have thus wavered between vision and reality in 
their representations of the commerce with 

G 
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aerial beings.*'* With these references and 
these extracts I shall rest Margaret's Ghost, and 
proceed to Eowin and Emma, (p. 73.) It 
exhibits a beautiful picture of a delicate pas- 
sion between the lovers, as related in the f(d- 
lowing verse : 

A nutoal flame was qoickly caufbf , 

Was quickly too reveard ; 
For neither bmom lod|c*d a wisli» 

Wliich virtue keeps conceard. 

The lesson too to parents and relatives not to 
oppose virtuous love, merely because the ob- 
ject may have no fortune, is valuable ; but, 



• lo the Letter by^4he Poet Boms to Dr. Moore, giviofr an 
account of his life, there is a tery curious passage to this effect : 
*' In my infant and bo} ish days, too, I owed much to an old wo> 
man who resided in the family, rejnarkable for her Igooraoce, 
credulity and superstition. She had, I suppose, the largest 
collection in the country of tales and songs coBceming devils, 
ghosts, fairies, brownies, witches, warlocks, spunkies, kelpies, 
clf-candles, dead-lights, wriiitlis, apparitions, cantraips, giants, 
enchanted towen, dragons ood other trumpery. This c«lti« 
vated the latent seeds of poetry ; but had so strong an effect ob 
my imagination, that to this hour, in my nocturnal rambles, 1 
sometimes keep a sharp look-oat in suspicious places { and 
though nobody can be more sceptiod than I am io such matters, 
yet it often takes an etTort of philosophy to shake off these idle 
terrors.'* (See Dr. Currie's Edition of Bum*s Works. Vol. I. 
p. 37.) 
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here, likewise, there is food for superstition. 
After Emma's last interview with Edwin it is 
stated, 

Now, homeward, as the, hopelnt, went 

The Charcb-yard path along, 
The blast blew cold, the dark owlKreaai*4 

Her loyer*s fuoVal Song. 

Amid the falling gloom of night. 

Her startling fancy found 
In every bush bis hoyeriog shade, 

His groan in every sound. 

In the last verse but one Emma talks of her 
lover's angel face. The comparing human 
beings to angels I certainly do not approve. 
Mr. Walter Scott, in his Ladt/ of the Lake^ 
has done this with mcnre reserve than poets 
generally practise, as he makes the comparison 
with an if The lines are so beautiful that they 
arc well deserving of inserticm in this place : 

Some feelings are to mortals given, 

W ith less of earth in them than bcaven s 

And if there be a hnman tear 

From passion's dross refio'd and clear, 

A tear so limpid and so mefk. 

It would not stain an angel's cheek, 

Tis that which pious fathers shed 

Upon a duteous daughter's head } P. 7S. 

In the last verse of this Ballad of Edwin and 
Emma, it is said, '^ She shiverM, sigh'd, and 
died"', on which subject see before, p. 53. 
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Nancy of the Vale, by Shenstonc, *^ The 
western sky was purpled o*er", (p. 77.) is a 
very beautiful Ballad, and is given, with some 
small alterations, in the second Volume of my 
Collection. You have omitted it (for which I 
can see no reason) in your late Volume. 



To illustrate my ideas on this subject still far- 
ther, and to afford my readers scmie relief from 
contiimed comment, I shall subjoin some spe* 
cimens of what appear to me to be good BaJIads 
and Pastoral Songs, or rather what I will call 
by the more appropriate, name of Rural Songs. 
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BALLADS 

AND 

RURAL SONGS. 



I. 
THE SAILOR'S LOVE'S CONSOLATION. 

BY MBS. SLEATH. 



1 

Hu8H*D was the stonii — ^the fleet unmoor'd, 

The top-sails floated on the wind. 
And many a gallant youth aboard, 

Sigh'd for the maid he left behind. 
2 
But elamest vows and looks of love^ 

Were most to gentle Mary giv*n, 
Vows such as angels might approve, 

And hear — and register in Heaven ! 
3 
Far oflF her Henry's voice she hears, 

He calls — she answers ; but in vain ; 
Hark ! tis the gun — Fast flow her tears ; 

The vessel rides along the main. 
G 2 
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4 

Awhile sweet hope her bosom cheers, 
Though absent yet their hearts are jom'd, 

Henry may bless her future years ; 
Thb still'd the anguish ot her mind. 

5 

But ah ! what terras wait the Fair, 
Whose love on trackless seas is tost ! 

She hears, half frantic with despair, 
The vessel's wreck'd — ^her Henry's lost. 

6 

Impatient griefs her bosom tear. 

She raves — she weeps-^-aor comfort feels. 
Victim of woe and wild despair, 

She thus her sorrowing heart reveals. 

7 

" Ah, wretched maid ! unlov'd, unknown ! 

" Bereft of ev'ry earthly joy ! 
" Ne'er shalt thou cease thy loss to mourn, 

" And weep thy Henry's destiny. 

8 

*^ The treasur'd sorrow, now so dear, ' 
" Still cherish'd in thy breast shaH live; 

" Its keenest pangs thy heart revere, 
^^ 'Twere sinful couldst thou cease to grieve 



»> 
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9 

She stops. — ^A voice in accents nuld, 
Calm as the Zephyr — ^far more sweet, ' 

Salutes her, ** Cease, sad sorrow's child^ 
*^ Nor ra«h that sentiment repeat ! 

10 

*^ Heav'n, for our good, afflictions dire 

" In mercy as in wisdom sends ; 
" Thither then bid thy thoughts aspire, 

" And make the hosts of Heav'n thy friends." 

11 

She turn'd to view what it might be, 
That thus the friendly precept gave ; 

One leam'd in heav'nly truths was he, 
Who came to counsel and to save. 

12 

And now the blessed Book he brought, 

And many a holy text to prove, 
How Heav'n is ne'er unmov'd when sought^ 

And oft chastises most in love. 

13 

Afflictim's path himself had trod. 
Tost on the world's delusive shore^ 

Till his heart ^ten'd on his God, 
And knew despondence now no more. 
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14 

She heard. The troubloua errors fled, 
Cbas'd by Truth's brightening beams thej 
flew! 

And soon she bless'd the power which led 
The sage that did her steps pursue. 

15 
His words — ^his looks — ^his precepts mild, 

His patient hope — his faith confest, 
The mourner of her griefs beguiled, 

And calm'd the tempests in her breast. 



II. 
EDGAR AND ELLA. 

BT MR. JAMES LAMB. 



I 

The night was dark, and awful was the scene, 
The wind blew high and loud the billows 
roar'd. 

The snow came drifting, and the frost how keen, 
The heath, alas ! no shelter could afford. 

'Twas then young Edgar bent his trackless way 
Ella to meet, by wholn he was beloT'd>^ 
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Whose charms held o'er his heart despotic sway, 
TheyM own'd their passions, and their sires 
approv'd. 

3 
The proudest gifts, great Nature e'er bestowed 

On mortals, sure this virtuous pair possest. 
With wealth too, were they bounteously en- 
dowed. 
And nought they lack'd to make each other 
blest. 

4 

But to the will of all-disposing Heaven 

Ere 'tis accomplish'd human eyes arc blind; 

Fur down a precipice where snow was driven 
He fell, and to his God his soul resigned. 

^ 5 
Some days elaps'd, when Ella, in despair, 
Found the drear spot that Edgar's corse 
contain'd, 
In \yild distraction then she tore her hair. 
And in mo$t impious terms high Heaven 
arraign'd. 

6 
Reason at length recall'd this lovelorn maid, 

Who piously for pardon bent her knee ; 
She woo'd her dear religion's balmy aid 

And never more repin'd at God's decree. 
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III. 

THE TOKEN. 

BY MR. DIBDIN. 

1 

The breeze vras fresh, the ship in stays, 
Each breaker hush'd, the shore a haze, 
When Jack, no more on duty call'd. 
His true-love's tokens overhaul'd : 

The broken gold, the braided hair. 
The tender motto, writ so fair. 
Upon his 'bacco-box he views, 
Nancy the poet, love the muse : 
*^ If you loves I as I loves you, 
No pair so happy as we two." 

2 
The storm — ^that like a shapeless wreck, 
Had strew'd with rigging all the deck. 
That tars for sharks had given a feast. 
And left the ship a hulk — had ceas'd : 

When Jack, as with his messmates dear 
He shar'd the grog, their hearts to cheer, 
Took from his *bacco-box a quid. 
And spelt, for comfort, on the lid, 
" If you loves I as I loves you, 
No pair so happy as we two.'* 
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3 

^ The battle— that with horror grim, 
Had madlj ravag'd life and limb, 
Had scuppers drench'd with human gore, 
And widow'd many a wife-^was o'er : 

When Jack, to his companions dear, 

First paid the tribute of a tear. 

Then, as his 'bacco-box he held, 

Restor'd his comfort as he spelPd, 
" If you loves I as I loves you, 
No pair so happy as we two." 

4 

The voyage— that had been long and hard, 
But that had yielded full reward ; 
That brought each sailor to his friend, 
Happy and rich— was at an end : 

When Jack, his toils and perils o'er, ' 
Beheld his Nancy on the shore, 
He then the 'bacco-box display'd, 
And cried, and seiz'd the willing maid ; 

" If you loves I as I loves you, 

No pair so happy as we two." 
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IV. 

THE NEW 

SIR JOHN BARLEYCORN. 



The Barleycorns throughout our isle 

Are a numerous family. 
And, if thou'lt listen for a while. 

Their fame my theme shall be. 

2 
But of that branch I tell alone, 

Which in a village fair. 
For truth and honesty were known 

By all the dwellers there. 

3 

John Barleycorn, of whom I speak, 

A servant long had been. 
And none could say, e'en in a freak. 

He e'er got drunk with him. 

4 
The Clergyman, the Justice too, 

As well I understand. 
Familiarly, John was so true, 

Would take him by the hand. 
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Plump in his make, in russet coat, 
And what but strange appeared, 

When of ripe age, yoii well might note 
He wore a long 4stiff iettrd^ 

6 

John's master said he was so pleas'd 

With services so rare, 
So much his toils and cares he\l «as'd, 

He should his substance share. 

7 

Ten acres of iiew«favoken land 

He did assign him then, 
And said there waited his command 

His horses, carts and men. 

8 

In this new sitnatioa John 

Began to thrive amain, 
A num'ifoiis family anon 

The land did well maintain. 

9 
The sun, the wind, the rain and dew, 

All seem'd as for tliem giv'n, 
And, while in health and strength they grew, 

They rais'd their heads to Heav'n. 

H 
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10 

Meanwhile his master, still intent 

To serve and do him good, 
Near him a house prepared, and sent 

To say how matters stood. 

11 
The village all, with joy elates 

To see John once more come, 
Repair'd th' event to celebrate. 

And, shouting, brought him home* 

12 

Here John, beneath his master's eye, 

Secure and happy dwelt, 
His master could his faults espy, 

But all his virtues felt. 

13 

The richest ears have still their strd.w. 

Its chaff the fairest grain. 
With chastening hand he'd vice withdrftw, 
I Aiid virtue would retain. 

14 

Thenceforth was John a better wight, 

Of greater worth confest ; 
In his own phrase, he. was clean dight^ 

His neighbours said well dresL 
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15 

At length a Jlood assail'd good John, 

For two long nights and days, 
No harm it did, he thriv'd thereon, 

ThiSs truth th* Exciseman says. 

16 
Without a figure I would say, 

That John was fairly steep^d^ 
And a warm man he gretiD, but lay 

Longer, and soundly slept. 

17 

But this indulgence, it is said, 

From sloth did not arise, 
*< Early at mom, early to bed'* 

His maxim was most wise. 

Another truth is, as Pve heard^ 

Tho' John was highly fax'rf, 
He neve* spoke a grumbling word, 

Nor 's l<^yalty relaxM. 

19 

A^re, then, both fierce and strong, 

In threat'ning aspect rose. 
But, timely quenchHl, there nought was wrong, 

It sweetened his repose* 
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20 

At length he enter'cl on a Mill^ 

His usual fortune there 
Attended him, he floarbh'd stiB^ 

More rich his virtues were. 

2d 
His hand at brewing jo^jjt he tried^, 

Success wBs-miHe and oiove^ 
Such beer^ such ale^ his friends all said 

Ne'er tasted was before* 

No roguery in him was found, 
No drugs from chemists' shops^ 

His beer was always good aad sound, 
'Twas made of ma/l and hops.., . 

S3 

At length, John Barleycorn, 'tis said, — 
Nor think I'm speaking scorn, — > 

For so muqh worth a Kiught was made, 
Fam'd Sir John Barleycoak* 

2* 
Unknown if with Address to cburt 

From borough-town he went, 
Or service in the field he wrought,^ 

And life in glory spent. * 
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25 

Our second Charles, of fame fecete% 

On loin of beef did dine, 
He held his broad sword o'er the meat. 



And dub'd if then Sir Loin. 

26 
But whether then the nut-brown ale, 

In silver tankard borne, 
Receiv'd like honour, records fail 

In th' house of Barleycorn. 

27 

Suffice it that he is a Knight 

For service to the State, 
And may we all his love requite. 

His fame still celebrate. 

28 

Long Life to Sir John Barleycorn 

I drink with aU my heart : 
Put round, my boys, the drinking-horn, 

But sober let us part. 

J. P. 



h3 
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V. 

THE PEASANT. 

I 
TflE peasant's blest, who in his cot, 

Secure from flatt'ry and deceit, 
The bread his honest labour got, 

In peace can eat. 
S 
Whose family to doathe and'fi^ 

Does each new day his hands employ. 
But toils, well pleas'd, th' approaching need 

To satisfy. 
3 
O happy state, which so contents !. 
Who's cheerful, tho' he's poor ; 
Who asks of Heav'n what nature wants, 

But asks. no more. 
4 
The miser's^ fear» ne^er rack his br^ast^ 

Each night he lays bim down in peace ; 
^0 dreams of rapine break his rest, 

He sleeps at ease. 
6 
Rises each morn with early dews. 

Salutes with joy the welcome day ; 
And in the fields his toil pursues. 

With spirits gay. 
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When nature calls for nourishment, 
On some soft mossy bank he sits. 
And food that's sweeten'd by content. 

He thankful eats. 

7 

Nor guilt, n<» feair his joys dismay^. 

Each thought {re»h comfort brings; 
Thus happy all the livelong day, 

He works and sings. 

8 

But when the sun retracts his rays. 

And evening smoaks from chimneys come ; 
Then, thoughtless, witli an easy pace. 

Goes whistling home. 

There he his leisure hours enjoys, 
Laughing at meny tale or jest, 
Till sleep o'erpowers his weary eyes ; 

Then goes to rest. 

10 

Thus steal away his earthly days^ 

In health, content, and ease, 
Tin he the debt of nature pays. 

And dies in peace* 
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11 

Each neighb'ring peasant weeps his end, 

Dropping a kind unfeigned tear ; 
And mourns for his departed friend, 

With heart sincere. 
12 
O Heav'n ! lei me such bliss enjoy, 

Crown'd with content, and free from blame ; 
And may good deeds, whene'er I die, 

Record my fame, 
J.W. 



VI. 
THE LABOURER'S WELCOME HOME. 

BY MR. DIBDIN. 
1 

The Ploughman whistles o'er the furrow, 
The Hedger joins the vacant strain, 

The Woodman sings the woodland thorough, 
The Shepherd's pipe delights the plain : 

Where'er the anxious eye can roam. 
Or ear receive the jocund pleasure. 

Myriads of beings thronging flock 
Of nature's song to join the measure, 
Till to keep time the village clock 
Sounds, sweet, the labourer's welcome home. 
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. 2 

The hearth swept clean, liis partner smiling, 

Upon the shining table smoaks 
The frugal meal ; while, time beguiling, 

The ale the harmless jest provokes : 

Ye inmates of the lofty dome. 

Admire his lot — ^his children, playing, • 
To share his smiles around him flock, 
And faithAil Tray, since mom that straying 
Trudg'd with him, till the Tillage clock 
Proclaimed the labourer's welc(Hne home. 

3 

The cheering iaggot burnt to embers, 

While Angels round their yigils keep, 
That Power, that poor and rich remembers, 
- Each thanks, and then retires to sleep : 

And now, the Lark climbs heav'n's high dome, 
Fresh from repose, toil's kind reliever, 

And furnish'd with his daily stock, 
His dog, his staff, his keg, hb beaver, 
He travels, till the village clock 
Sounds, sweet, the labourer's welcome home. 
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VII. 

YOUNG WILLIAM, THE LABOURER. 

1 

Thb pride of the Village young William was 

seen, 
So mild in his temper, so comely in mien, 
At church no one e'er was more constant 

than he, 
Of his age, no ,one labour'd more hearty and 

free. 
He had enter'd, exulting, his twenty-fifth year, 
And a wife and a babe did his cottage endear, 
No vice nor excess had enfeebled his strength. 
And his years seem'd to promise to run their 

full length, 

2 
*Twas his lot, ^vith two others, in Harvest to 

mow. 
Who, by their rude strength, all his powers 

could out go, 
And, the talk running high on the portion of 

work 
To be done by the man who disdained e*er to 

shirky 
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A trial of strength and of skill was agreed, 
And applause was to crown him who best should 

succeed ; 
With the first of the morn was the trial begun, 
And it ended when down in the west set the sun. 



From morn until eve, with his might and his 

main. 
Young William encountered the veteran twain. 
He toil'd and he laboured, and when the sun set, 
Young William these two season'd mowers had 

beat; 
But dear was his triumph, for, ah ! the sunk sun 
Was an emblem too true of the course he had run, 
0*er-toil'd, his young frame had sustam'd a 

rude shock, 
Tho' his health, ere that day, seem*d as firm as 

a rock. 



A few weeks he linger'd. Consumption's chill 

hand 
Had seiz'd on a frame unprepar'd to withstand ; 
E'en the care and the kindness the Hospital 

gave 
Could noVstay his quick course to the house of 

the grave. 
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Too late he lamented his fool-hardy boast, 
And all his fair prospects so iktaUy crost ; 
His errors confessed, hope arose in his mind, 
And to God's gracious mercj his soul he 

resign'd. 

5 
Oh ! you, in the vigour of life's joyous priiiie. 
Whose industry, spirits and health keep due time, 
Be wam'd by Young Williani, iior, eager for 

fame. 
Destroy prematnrely a strong healthy frame. 
And, you, who ere this some bad course hare 

begun. 
Love the virtues of William, his faults only shun ; 
And if his example vain-glojy restrain, 
Nor his life, nca: his death, is recorded in vain. 

J- P. 



VIII. 
PATTY. 

BY WILLIAM HALLOWAY. 
1 

When morning first open'd her dew-dripping 
eye, 
And the tapers of night disappeared, 
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been very properly called the sunshine of 
life." 

But) in connection with these, we are to con- 
^ sider those other texts, which censure the very 
sentiments contained in the songs ; as, where St. 
Paul, (1 Cor. XV. 3i.) quotes the Epicurean 
maxim, *^ Let us eat and drink, for to-morrow 
we die" ; and immediately adds, ** Be not de- 
ceived : Evil communications corrupt good 
manners. Awake to righteousness, and sin not ; 
for some have not the knowledge of God. I 
speak this to your shame". (V. 33, 34.) 
Again, (1 Cor. vii. 29 — 32.) " I say, brethren, 
the time is short. It reraaineth that" " they 
that weep, be as tlial|g}) they wept not ; and they 
that rejoice, as thoiigh they rejcAced not ; and 
they that buy, as though they possessed not ; and 
they that use this world, as not abusing it : for 
the fashion of this world passeth away. But 1 
would have you jvithout carefulness." So also, 
(in 1 Peter, i. 17.) *^ Pass the time of your 
sojourning here in fear." ** The end of all 
things is at hand: be ye therefore sober." 
(Do. iv. 7.) <^ Casti%^lyour care upon him," 
(God,) <^ for he careth for you. Be sober, be 
vigilant."^,(Po- v. 7, 8.) These precepts 
teach a sobriety of mind, which, though quite 
consistent with cheerfulness and guarded mirth, 
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is certainly inconsistent with the abandoning 
ourselves to mirth in an inconsiderate way, — 
inccHisistent with converting the shortness of 
life (and similar topics) into a confused kind of 
reason for passing that life in levity, or for 
admitting promiscuously every idea that offered 
itself fo^ our seasons of recreation* 

Mrs. More, in the Vlth Part of the History of 
the Two Shoe-makers, which is a Dialogue On 
the Duty of carrying Religion into our Amuse- 
ments, and the greater part of which I have in- 
serted in the Introduction to my Collection of 
Songs, has considered some of the foregoing texts, 
in connection with some passages from songs, as 

** Since life is do more tbafi a passai^e at bett. 
Let tts strew the way ovilr with flowers*" 

See ihe Opera of Thomoi and Sa%. 

" Brittle the flask, the music brinf , 

Joy shall qaickly find osi 
Driok and dance, and iaugh and sii^y 

Afld cast dull care behind us*** 

See Me FinaU to Lionel and Cbtruut. 

She shews how much the poet is at variance 
with the Christian precepts ; but I consider it 
sufficient in this place to state them together, 
and refer those, who T^ish to see more on the 
subject, to the Dialogue and to the Introduction, 
and, for some farther illustration (rf* it, to the 



And 



ON MORAL AND MISCELLANEOUS SONGS. 99 

Preface to the third Volume of my Collection of 
Songs, p. vii. and I shall proceed to consider 
the Songs which you haye given in this class. 

The Song beginning " No glory I covet/* 
(p. 37.) I have given in the second Volume of 
my Collection ; but the sentiment ** The one 
thing I beg of kind Heaven to grant Is a mind 
independent and free", I altered to " On^ 
thing which I beg &c." as persons have many 
other things to beg of Heaven tfian a free and 
independent mind. Heaven appears to me to 
be introduced with propriety in this verse, as is 
Providence in the third : 

** Tlie bleiiliigs, wbkA Prbvidenee freely hai lent, 
ru JMdy and gntefoUy prize**. 

The Moral Thoxight, by Hawkesworth, 
** Through groves sequestered", (p. 38.) is in 
my Collection, and I have no observation to 
make upon it. 

^^ What man in his wits had not rather be 
poor", (p. 39.) by the Rev. Samuel Wesley, is 
also in my second volume ; but thinking the first 
of the two lines of the conclusion uncharitable, 

'* Such a wref ch let mine enemy live, if be please. 
Bat not even mine enemy die.** 

I altered tkem to 

** Sach a wretch stioald mine enemy live, may it pleaie 
Kind Heav*n be repent ere he die.** 
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^^ Oh! what is the gain of restless care", 
(p. 40.) by Mr. Smjrth, is certainly a very 
pleasing poem ; but the expression in the fourth 
line irom the end, ^^ there al(Hie can the heart 
be gay," I do not think just, as the heart can 
be gay in many other situations. 

In ^^ Come^ dear Amanda!" (p. 41.) line 
three from the end, 

** Aod wisely crop Che ^loomioK day }*' 

the invitation to *^ secure the short delight" 
seems sufficiently guarded by putting the word 
wisely. 

That I may not appear too severe, I will not 
object to the Song beginning ^^ Wafl me^ some 
soft and cooling breeze," (p. 41.) iarther than 
to the last line of the fourth verse ^^ The Gods 
of health and pleasure dwell," which I should 
alter to " The Sotis of health and pleasure dwell." 

In the beautiful Song '' Dear is my little 
native vale," (p. 43.) I could have wished that 
the Hours had had some other epith^ than 
/flfry-footed. 

" Not on beds of fading flowers" (p. 44.) 
is in my Collection ; but I altered the last line 
but one from " So from the first did Jove or- 
dain", to " For thus does Providence ordain". 

Juno's Song in the Judgment g[ Paris. 
(P- 45.) 
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Let ambitioD fire thy miad , 

Thon wert born o Vr meo to reigD i 
Not to follow flocks dcsigo'd ; 

Seorn tby crook, and leairethe plaio. 
Crowns 1*11 throw t>eoeath thy feet f 

ThM oo oecki of kiqp ihall tread « 
Joys io circles joys shall meet 

Which way e*er tby fancy *k led. &c. iic» 

Firing the mind with ambitioriy and treading 
on the necks of kingSy appears to me to go far, 
very far beyond a ^^ cabn and^easonable philo- 
sophy", and " justly to excite the censure of 
the moralist". (See before p. 94.) 

** The wretch condemn'd with life io part'* 
(p. 46.) is in my collection. 

" O Memory ! thou fond deceiver", (p. 46.) 
appears tome to be much too unqualified. Me- 
mory has its Pleasubes as well as its pains, 
and ^^ he who wants each other blessing", by 
which . I suppose we are to understand the 
blessings of this life, must not by any means 
necessarily " find a foe" in Memory. If he has 
treasured up in it the records of a good con« 
science, together with the promises of that reward 
to which a good conscience is permitted to look 
forward, it will afford him consolation amid his 
*^ woe" in this life, and afford him the hope of 
unfading happiness in that which is to come. 

* After the high commendation which you have 
K 2 



109 Z«£TTER III. 

given io a note upon Groldsoulii's &oag^ begin* 
ning " When lovely woman stoops to folly'*, 
(p. 47.) and also in your Letters on Poetry, 
(L. xix. p. 271.) I feel much reluctance in 
objecting to it. Goldsmith is a favourite auth(» 
with me, and his Yicar of Wakefield, in which 
this soiig is introduced, is a work to which I am 
very partial. I should have been glad to have 
inserted this Song in my Collection, but on 
mature consideration, I could not do so. The 
pointy which you so much admire, — to dity 
appears to me in its seeming sentiment and 
beauty to have misled him ; for, surely, it can- 
not with propriety be said, that it is the part of 
a woman under such circumstances — to die : 
that is, either to bring on her death directly, or 
indirectly, or even to wish it ; but to wait God's 
good time, and by penitence, and trust in the 
merits of a Redeemer, hope that her sin may 
be forgiven. 

" Lucy, I think not of thy beauty ;" (p. 47.) 
by Matilda Betham, is a very sweet poem, as is 
The Rose, (p. 49.) " A Rose had been wash'd, 
just wash'd in a shower," by Cowper. It is in 
my Collection, and is one of the most delightful 
poems 1 know. It shews the very happy art 
which he had of eliciting a moral from the 
most common incidents of life : I am only sur- 
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fNised that jou have not selected vaote from his 
stores. His Winter Nosegay is nearly equal 
to it. 

The Mansion of Rest, " I talk'd to my 
fluttering heart/' (p. 50.) appears tome to be 
objectionable in several respects. Friendship is 
called a >^ witch", and it is said that she 
^< could stab while she smilM." This was not 
Friendship,. then, but some one under her name. 
So again Love and his ^^ sorcery" is mentioned,- 
and that the soul would never with him find a 
Mansion of rest. Here, agab, either it was not 
true love, or the rest sought was not such at • 
there was any reason to expect to find. In the 
last verse Joy is called a Phantom^ Reason is 
represented as stern ^ and the grave is considered 
as the Mansion of Rest, I would rather have 
pointed to a brighter Mansion^ Heaven. The 
strain of this Song appears to me to be of the 
same kind, but going farther than Solomon in-' 
tended, when he pronounced his maxim, that 
** All is Vanity" ; and which, even in his ac- 
ceptation, you do not think it " practically 
useful to inculcate." (Letters on Poetry. 
L. iv. p. 36.) 

The Banks of Ayr, " Thegloomy night 
is gathering fast," (p. 62.) by Bums, is, as you 
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tenn it^ a pathetic piece. Its moral i» aeitber 
good nor bad. 

« To Fair Fidele's grassy t<Mnb" (p. 53.) 
hj Collinsy has a yery pleasing versification, 
together with great pathos and poetic beauty ; 
but I find in it ^< Mrailing ghost/' << withered 
witch*', " goblins'* and « female fays."* 



* I hope I shall •(and excused, if I take this opportunity of 
BOticiBf a passage in the Preface to a Volooe of ** Poetbt 
Foa CHiLDasN : consisttng of Short Pieces to be committed 
to aiemory. Selected by Lucy Aikia". The Preface open 
with this sentence, '* Since dragons and fairies, giants and 
wtteheSf have vanished from oar nurseries before the wand of 
reason, it has been a prevailing maxim, that the young mind 
should be fed on mere prose and simple matter of fact." &c.&c. 
I did not expect, after this, to have found, page 112, ThIb 
Faikt's Sovg. 

This BooIl was put into my hands by a gentleman, (o look 
it over, to see whether I considered it a proper book to give 
away as one of the rewards to the Children of the School here ; 
when I made the following observations upoo it: Page 27* 
(Fifth Edition) is a poem on InsecU^ which begins 

Observe the insect race, ordaiaM to keep 
The lazy sabbath of a half-year*t sleep. 

The epithet lazy seems to be improperly applied to tbesabbatJ^, 
as it is not a day of ttotk but of necessary, or at least salutary^ 
watt, P. 35. Fortune is made the disposer of men's affairs i 

I care not. Fortune ! what you me deny : 
Yon camwt rob me of free oature*8 grace. 

P. 47» It The Midwmmer Wi$h^ consisting of the five 6rsl 
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Morning and Evening, " Say, sweet 
carol ! who are they'' has nothing yery objec- 
tionable in it, nor the Song addressed To May, 
^^ Bom in yon blaze of orient sky" except thai 
she is made a Goddess. 

The Soldier, which begins, 

Wliat dreamio; drone was e? er b|eit 
By thioking of the morrow ? 

▼ersei of " Waft me, some soft and cooliog breeze'*. Oo whick 
see before, p. 100. lo Vocal Poetry it Isattriboted to LaoMlowoe« 
IB Poetry for Chlldreo to Crozall. P. 77. l%e Btminmmm 
eocosrafes the cruel amusement of Hontiiif , and £jr«rcife, p. 96. . 
encovrafct that aod other croel sports, which are said to pro- 
duce p£e«ftirc. P. 111. Hunting tht Harthca^ltd ghriout M* ■ 
mm^ktf and the following lines appear to me to contain Ideas not 
proper to bt pat info the minds of schnol boys on such an occasion! 

afflicti?e birch 
No more the school-boy dreads : bis prison broke* 
Scamp'ring he flies, nor heeds bis master's call ; &c. 

wild crowds 
Spread o'er the plain, by the sweet phrensy seized. 
P. 122. Is an extract from Addison's Letter from /<a(y, where 
** the golden groves," which he sees around him, when tmns- 
pkttted to *' the coast of Britain's stormy isle" are made to 
orrse ** the cold dime". Afterwards we have *' Bear me some 
god", at if there really were many Gods. Again ** kind heav'n" 
is represented as having ** adoro'd the happy land. 

And scatter'd blessings with a wasteful hand !" 

The word wasteful seems to imply censure on the bounties of 
Heaven. P. 125. Liberty is represented as a '* goddess, 
beav'nly bright,*^ and '' smiling plenty" is sfud ,to lead her 
** wanton train." Of course wanttm must be considered as 
mcBniag only sportive^ or else it Is objectionable. 
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To day be mine— 1 \ewwt the r»t 

To all the fools of sorrow : 
Gitcmc the aiod that mocki at care, &e« 

is, I think, much too AnacreonUc and militates 
against the, principles laid down in page 95, &€. 

The War Song, " 1 mark'd his madly- 
rolling eye", has nothing in it particularly to 
censure. 

" Ye mariners of England," deserves the 
commendation, which you, Sir, have bestowed 
upon it in the note, with respect to its poetical 
merit ; but I had rather not have met with such 
expressions as, 

The tplrits of yonr fathers 
Shall start from ev'ry wave^ 

BHtaooia — — — 
With thondcrs from her nati? e oak 
She quells the floods helow«* 

This being the last of your Class of Moral and 
Miscellaneous Songs, I shall now add my own 
Selection of Songs of a similar description, 

and am, Sir, 

with great respect, 
your &c- 



• A friend ioforms me be Hm been told ** that the flring of 
gam does actually calm theses: aad if we allow thit fact* the 
poetical coloanns b not amdk**' 
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L 
VIRTUE. 

BY J. OAKMAN. 



1 

Ye virgins and youths of the plain, 

So innocent, happy and gay, 
I mean not your sports to restrain, 

Yet listen awhile to my lay ; 
'Tis Virtue that lifts up the song, 

*Tis she ev'ry joy can improre, 
To her all the graces belong, 

And all the fond raptures of love* 
2 
The streamlet, the mead and the bow'r. 

With all the kind blessings of spring. 
More charming are made by hj*r power. 

For sweetness still drops from her wing. 
'Tis Virtue that banishes care. 

From her you must happiness claim. 
She your worth to the world will declare, 

4>nd crown you with honour and fame. 
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n. 

JUSTICE. 

BY THOMAS SCOTT, 



Forbid it, Heav'n, that e'er I eat 
The bread of craftiness and wrong, 

A curse would poison all my meat, 
As fatal as the viper's tongue. 

2 

I ne'er will raise a poor manVsigh, 
His hire shall never swell my store ; 

I dread the poor man's plaintive cry, 
I fear the Father of the Poor. 

3 

If I in darkness (base misdeed !) 
Assassinate my neighbour's fanie ; 

By me if innocency bleed, 

Cancel from earth my hated name. 

4 

Ah ! no ; let me with strong delight 
To all the tax of duty pay ; 

Tender of ev'ry social right, . 
Revering thy all-righteous sway. 
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Such virtue thou wilt ne'er forget, 
In worlds where ev'ry virtue shares 

High rfecompence ; tho' not of debt, 

But which thy bounteous grace prepares. 



III. 
ADVERSITY. 

BY THOMAS SCOTT. 



1 

How high our sanguine hopes we raise! 

How hotly our desires pursue 
What fency's magic glass displays 

Enlarged and tempting to the view ! 

These mortal objects of our love 
Too closely twine about our heart, 

Sedtice our souls from things above. 
And hardly leave to God a part. 

2 

O bitter change ! when Heav'n's kind hand 

Snatches the fatal joy away. 
Our feeble reason scarce can stand 

Firm in affliction's stormy day. 
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We weep, we laugh, in mad extreme ; 

Here, all ddight ; all sadness there : 
Now on the mount of bliss we seem. 

Now in the quagmire of despair. 

3 
Stoics, who on jour strength presume, 

Could all your toiling wisdom find 
A light to cheer affliction's gloom, 

A balsam for the wounded mind ? 

In yain you bail him good and great, 
Whose stedfast soul no ills can move ; 

Boast him impregnable to fate. 
And equal to your mighty Joye. 

4 
Vain world, whose scenes of bliss and woe 

Are shifting every fleeting hour ; 
No longer shall our spirits owe 

Their peace, or trouble, to thy powV. 

Teach us, thou Comforter divine, 
Contentment ; should our all be gone : 

Teach us submission meek as thine, 
^* Father, thy will, not mine be done/' 
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IV. 

DISAPPOINTMENT. 

BY HENRY KIRKE WHITE. 



1 

Come^ Disappointment, come I 

Not in thy terrors clad ; 
Come in thy meekest, saddest guise ; 
Thy chastening rod but terrifies 
The restless and the bad. 
But I recline 
Beneath thy shrine, 
And round my brow resign'd, thy peaceful 
cypress twine. 

2 
Tho' Fancy flies away 

Before thy hollow tread, 
Yet Meditation in her cell. 
Hears, with faint eye, the lingering knell, 
That tells her hopes are dead ; 
And tho' the tear 
ISy chance appear, 
Yet who can smile and say, my all was not 
laid here. 
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Come, Disappointment, come ! 

Tho* from hope's summit hurl'd^ 
Stfll, rigid Nurse, thou art foigiv'n. 
For thou severe wert sent from heav*n. 
To wean me from the world ; 
To turn my eye 
From vanity, 
And point to scenes cC bliss that never, never 
die. 



What is this passing scene i 

A peevish April day I 
A little sunr-a little rajn,, 
And then night sweqps along the plain, 
And all things fade away. 
Man (soon discuss'd) 
Yields up his trust, 
And all his hopes and fears lie with him in 
the dust. 

6 

Oh ! what is Beauty's power ? 

It flourishes a|id dies ; 
Wilt the cold earth ite silence break, 
To tell how soft, bow smooth a chpek, 
Beneath its surface lies ? 
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Mute, mute is all 
O'ei beauty's fall, 
Her praise resounds no more when mantled in 
her pall. 

6 

The most belov'd on earth, 
Not long survives to-day ; 
So music past is obsolete, 
, And yet 'twas sweet, 'twas passing sweet, 
But now 'tis gone away. 
Thus does the shade 
In memory fade. 
When in forsaken tomb the form belov'd is laid. 



Then since this world is vain, 

And volatile and fleet, 
Why should I lay up earthly joys. 
Where rust corrupts and moth destroys. 
And cares and sorrows eat ! 
Why fly from ill, 
With anxious skill. 
When soon this hand will freeze, this throbbing 
heart be still. 

8 

Come, Disappointment, come! 
Thou art not stern to me ; 
l2 



■"■^^W^ss- 
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Sad Monitress ! I own thy sway, 
A Totaiy sad in early day, 
I pay my court to thee. 
From son to sun 
My race will run, 
I only bow and say. My God, thy will be done! 



V. 
TO-MORROW. 



1 
How sweet to the heart is the thought of To- 
morrow, 
When Hope's pleasing pictures bright co- 
, lours display ! 
How sweet, when we can ftom futurity borrow 
A balm for the griefs that afflict us to^y ! 

2 
Wheil wearisome sickness has taught me to 
languish 
For health, and the comforts it bears on its 
wing, 
Let me hope (oh ! how soon it would lessen my 
anguish) 
That To-morrow will ease add sevoiity bring. 
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3 
When travelling alone, quite forlorn, unbe- 
friended, 
Sweet the hope- that To-morrow my wan- 
derings will cease ; 
That at home, then, with care sympathetic 
attended, 
I shall rest unmolested and slumber in peace. 

4 
Or when from the friends of my heart long di- 
vided. 
The fond expectation with joy how replete ! 
That from far distant regions, by Providence 
guided, 
To-morrow will see us most happily meet. 
5 
When six days of labour each other suc- 
ceeding, 
With hurry and toil have my spirits <^- 
press'd, 
What pleasure to think^ as the last is receding. 
To-morrow will be a sweet Sabbath of rest. 

6 
And when the vain shadows of time aie retiring, 
When life is &st-fleeting, and death is in 
sight. 
The Christian believing, exulting, aspking. 
Beholds a To-morrow of endless delight i 
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7 

But the Infidel then ! — he sees no To-morrow ! 
Yet he knows that his moments are hastening 
away : 
Poor wretch ! can he feel without heart-rending 
sorrow, 
That his joys and his life will expire with 
to-day I 



VI. 
THE DAYS THAT ARE GONE. 



1 

The sun was departed, the mild zephyr blow- 
ing 
Bore over the plain the perfume of the 
flowers ; 
In soft undulations the streamlet was flowing, 

And calm meditation led forward the hours : 
I struck the full chord, and the ready tear 

started, 
I sung of an exile, forlorn, broken hearted, 
Like him, from my bosom all joy is departed, 
And sorrow has stol'n from the lyre all its 
powers. 
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I paus'd on the strain, when fond mem'ry, 
tenacious, 
Presented the form I must ever esteem : 
Betrac'd scenes of idea3are, alas, hpw jGdlacious ! 
Evanescent all, all, as the shades of a dream. 
Yet stilly as they rush'd thro' oppressed recol- 
lection. 
The silent tear fell, and th<? pensive reflection 
Immersed my sad bosom in deeper dejection. 
On v^hich cheering Hope scarcely glances 
a beam. 

. 3 
In vain into beauty aU Nature is springing, 
In vain smiling Spring does the blossoms 
unfold ; 
In vain round my cot the wing'd choristers 
singing, 
When each soft affection is dcnrmant am} cold. 
E'en sad as the merchant, bereav'd of his 

treasure, 
So slow beats my heart, and so languid its 

measure. 
So dreary, so lonely^ a stranger to pleasure. 
Around it Affliction her mantle hath roli'd. 
4 
But meek Resignation supporting the spirit. 
Unveils a bright scene to the uplifted eye ; 
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A scene, T?hich the patient and pure shall in- 
herit, 
Where hearts bleed no more, and the tear 
shall be dry- 
There souls, which on earth in each other 

delighted, 
By friendship, by honour, by virtue united, 
Shall meet, and their pleasures no more shall 
be blighted, 
But perfect and pure as their love be their joy. 



VIL 
THE WINTER FRIEND. 



When the vocal cuckoo wings 

To southern climes his way ; 
When the swifts in giddy rings 

Their vent'rous flight essay ; 
When the linnet droops forlorn 

Upon the naked spray ; 
Mute the blackbird on the thorn. 

And lark that hails the day ; 
Still the robin whistles clear. 
And braves the fading year. 
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Other flatt'rers come and go, 

The frolic train of spring ; 
Fearful from the drifting snow 

They urge their rapid wing. 
Other warblers cease their strain 

When storms forbid to roam, 
But Robin then forsakes the plain, . 

And gives us songs at home : 
Liet the fickle sporters flee, — 
The Winter Friend for me. 



VIII. 
GRATITUDE. 

From the Opera of The Royal Merchant^ 
BY. THOMAS HULL. 

1 

. Go traverse the field and the grove. 
Examine the grain and the flower, 

How nourished and cheer'd by the dew ! 
How beautiful after a shower ! 

To the Power who gave them to shine, 
Ah ! tell me what seem they to say ? 

** We flourish in duty to you. 
That you may approve us arc gay." 
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" We teem with increase and delight, 
To honour the source cf our birth ; 

For this are we rich in the gale, . 
For this we are gay <m the earth." 

Of their treasure, so free, so diffuse. 
Sweet emblems ! how well they impart 

The fulness of pleasure and pride, 
When gratitude springs in the heart. 



IX. 
THE PATRON. 

I F e'er a Patron I shall find. 

Who may to serve me prove inclined, 

Be it my lot propitious 
To find a man of generous soul. 
Who scorns his Client to controul, 

Whom none can say is vicious : 

2 

Who gives his favours from a sense 
That he has duties to dispense. 

And steward is of Heav'n ; 
Who, guided by no sordid views, 
His sacred trust will ne'er abase. 

Remembering why 'tis giv'n : . 
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Who, in his mode of giving, adds 
A grace to bounty, and who glads 

The very heart he favours ; 
No burden then his love I'll find, 
But be to gratitude inclined, 

While all of good* will savoura : 
4 
Who wUl not in return demand 
A mean compliance at my hand. 

Or mark extreme each error ; 
But, rather, who the friend shall prove, 
To bind my heart by cords of love. 

And not by abject terror.* 
5 
Sure pain would on the thought attend. 
To differ from a generous friend : 

'Twould give me grief unfeigned 
To think my Patron against me * 

Had e*en the semblance of a plea, 

Or justly he complained. 
^ : 2 • ^ 

• There is a ientiment, fn the Opera o( The Accom« 
rLiSHEO Maid, -which hns always siruck me as being ex- 
tremely beautiful, and shewing an admirable heart in the 
Speaker : Fanti^says, '* How bouoiiful has Providence been 
ID allotting me such humane Benefactors, who, ^y kindness^ 
convert misfortane ioio a blessing". She does not repine at her 
de pendent state, but feels grateful for, and rejoicci in, the bene* ~ 
volence of her Patrons. 

M 



m^ 
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But, if it chanc'd — as chance it might,— 
The best man is not always right — 

That he and I agree not ; 
To me let him that credit giye, 
Which he from others would receive. 

My failings spare*, or see not. 

7 
But if, unknowing, I offend. 
Still may 1 find he is my Friend, 

And friendly may he smite me ;* 
AdmonishM then my fault I'll mourn, 
And to his love a quick return 

May firmly re-unite me. 

8 
Ne*er may he harbour in his breast 
Conceal'd dislike, which, unconfest, 
^ Misleads me by forbearance ; 
And in the end I have to find, 
With keenest anguish of the mind, 
His love was but appearance. 

9 
Oh ! never may I pin^ unheard, 
Heart-sick at last from hope deferr'd,+ 
And fruitless expectation : 

• Psalm cz!i. 5. f ProT. xiii. 12. 
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Heart-whole, I'd smile at grief and pain, 
Content with godliness is gain,* . 
Unanswer'd hope's vexation. 

10 
Oh ! then, unless thus good and kind 
A Patron I may haply find,. 

May Heav'n best<^ Contentment : 
That as thro' Life'« low yalej steal, 
I be not tempted to reveal 

Sad sympfdins of resentment. 

11 
Be ev'ry station where I'm plac'd. 
With humble res^nation grac'd, 

How low or high soever : 
In poverty, that I repin'd. 
Or high, to arrogance inclin'd, 

Be it never said, — O, never. 

12 ^ 

If Patron e'er become myself, — ^ 
And who so low, but sometimes, pelf 

Is his to give another ?-* 
Oh 1 then, I pray sincere, that I 
May act as I would be done by. 

And hold that man my Brother^ 

9 

« 1 Tin. Ti. 9. 



■^^T'^'BP^ 
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And, as the man's more blest who gircs,* 
Than he who bounty but receives, — 

This truth consider duly ! — 
So let me-ever think, that he, 
Who gratefully accepts from me, 

Becomes my Friend most truly. 



jsssssssssssasssssasstmamsmam 

X. 
HEALTH. 

BT DB. COTTON. 

1 

Attend my precepts, thoughtless yoMhs, 
Ere long you'll think them weighty truths ; 
Prudent it were to think so now, 
Ere^e has silver'd o'er your brow : 
FcWb, who at his early years 
Has sown in vice, shall reap in tears. 
If Folly has possess'd his prime, 
Disease shall gather strength in time. 

2 
The subject of my song is Health, 
A good superior far to wealth. 

• Acu zx. Ss5. 
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Can the young mind distrust its ^orth i 
Consult the monarchs of the earth : 
Imperial Czars, aiid SulUtns own 
No gem so bright that decks their throne ; 
Each for this pearl his crown would quit, 
And turn a rustiCi or a cit. 

3 
Mark, tho' the blessing^s lost with ease, 
*Tis not recovered when you please. 
How fruitless the physician's skill. 
How vain the penitential pill. 
The marble monuments proclaim, 
The humbler turf confirms the same. 
Prevention is the better cure ; 
So says the proverb, and 'tis sure. 

4 
Let temp'rance constantly preside. 
Our best physician, friend and guide ! • 

Would you to wisdom make pretence. 
Proud to be thought a man of sense ?— 
Let temp'rance (always friend to fame) 
With steady hand direct your aim ; 
For they who slight her gdden rules, 
In Wisdom's volume stand for fools. 



M 2 
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THE PROVERBS 6F THREESCORE : 

JffecHonately iuUre$8ed to Eighteen . 

BY NATHANIEL BLOOMFIELD. 



1 

Have yoa seen the delightless abode> 

Where Penury nurses Despair ; 
Where comfortless Life is a Joad 

Ag& wishes no longer to bear. 
Ah ! who, in this lazerhduse pent, 

His lone waitings sends up to the skies ? 
'Tis the man whose.young prime inras mispent; 

'Tis he who so bitterly sighs. 



His youth, sunk in projBigate waste, 
Left no comforts life's evening to cheer ; 

He must only its bitterness taste, 
No friend, no kind relative near. 

His children by want forc'd to roam, 

'' Are aliens wherever they are ; 

They have long left I^is desolate hcmie 
Have left him alone to despair* 
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Haye you seen the delectable place, 

Where honor'd age loves to abide ; 
Where Plenty, and Pleasure, and Peace, 

With Virtue and Wisdom reside i 
Autumn's fruits he has carefully stor'd ; 

His herds willing tributes abound : 
And the smiles of his plenteous board, 

By his children's children are crown'd. 

- 4 

And his is the godlike delight, 

The power to relieve the distressed ! 
Who can contemplate blessings so bright, 

And not wish to be equally bless'd. 
Then let not the means be forgot : 

Remember, and mark this great truth ; 
'Twas not chance fix'd his prosperous lot, 

'Twas the virtues of provident Youth. 

5 

If such a bright prospect can charm, 

If you feel emulation arise. 
If your juvenile bosom is warm 

With the hope to be wealthy and wise ; 
O cherish the noble design. 

The maxims of Prudence pursue. 
Application and Industry join. 

Thus Plenty and Peace will you woo. 
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Early culjtivate Virtue's rich seeds ; 

These \vill fruits in life's winter display : 
Ne'er defer till to-morrow good deeds, 

That as well might be finish'd to-day. 
For Age and Experience can tell, 

And you'll find, when you grow an old man, 
Tho' its never too late to do well, 

You will wish you had sooner began. 



Xll. 

r 

THE OLD MAN'S WISH. 

ALTE-RED FROM DR. WALTER POPE. 



If 1 live to grow old, for I find I go down, 
May I live in some village or small country town. 
May I have a warm house, and may ever my 

door 
Be open alike to the rich and the poor : 

May I govern my passions with absolute 

sway, 
Grow wiser and better ,as strength wears 

away. 
And die, if 't please Heav'n, by a gende 
decay. 
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Near a thick shady grove, and a murmuring 

brook. 
With the ocean at distance whereon I may look ; 
With a spacious green plain, without hedge, 

ditch, or stile. 
And an easy pad-nag to ride out for awhile*' 
May I goyern, &c. 
3 
With my Bible, in which may I evVy day read, 
Some author who's sound in his practice and 

creed, 
With Cowper, Young, Milton, and two or 

three more 
Of the best wits who liv'd in the ages before ; 
May I govern, &c. 
4 
With mutton prefer'd e*en to ven'son or teal, 
And clean tho' coarse linen at every meal, 
With a glass, if my health shall require it, of 

To drink thurch and King whensoever I dine : 
May I govern, &c. 
5 
With courage, tho' humble, to meet my last 

day,— 
^d when in the grave may the rich and poor 
say, 
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•* In the morn of his life to his evening's last 

close 
His God he still fear'd, and, we trust, meets 
repose: , 
For he govem'd his passions with absolute 

sway, 
Grew wiser and better as strength wore away, 
And died trusting to live in a yet brighter day' \ 

J. P. 



XIII. 
THE OLD MAN'S COMFORTS, 

JND HOW HE GAINED THEM. 
BY fiOBEAT SOUTUEY. 

1 

*^ You are old father William," the youi^ 
man cried, 
** The few locks that are left you are gray : 
You are hale, father William, a hearty old man : 
* Now tell me the reason, I pray." 

2 

*' In the days of my youth," father William 

replied, 

" I remember'd that youth would fly fest, 

And abus'd not my health and my vigour at first, 

That I never might need them at last." 
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• 3 
^* You are old, &ther Williani," the young 
man cried, 
*^ And pleasures with youth pass away, 
And yet you lament not the days that are gone a 
Now tell me the reason, I pray.*' 

4 
<* In the days of my youth," father William 
replied, 
** I remember 'd that youth could not last ; 
I thought of the future whatever 1 did, 
That I never might grieve for the past." 

5 
<< You are old, father William," the young 
man cried, 
*f And life must be hastening away ; 
You are cheerful, and love to converse upon 
death : 
Now tell me the reason, I pray." 

6 
^^ I am cheerful, young man," fiither William 
replied, 
^* Let the cause thy attention engage : 
In the days of my youth I remember'd my 
God, 
And he hath not forgotten my age". 
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XIV. 

THE AFFECTIONATE HEART. 

BY JOSEPH COTTLE. 



1 

Tho' the great man, his treasures possessing, 
Pomp and splendour for ever attend^ 

I prize not the shadowy blessing, 
I ask — the affectionate friend. . 

2 
Tho' foibles may sometimes overtake him, 

His footstep from wisdom depart ; 
Yet my spirit shall never forsake him, 

If he own the affectionate heart. 

3 
Affection ! thou soother of care/ 

Without thee, unfriended we rove ; 
Thou canst make e'en the desert look fair, 

And thy voice is the voice of the dove. 

4 • 
'Mid the anguish that preys on the breast, 

And the storms of mortality's state ; 
What shall lull the afflicted to rest, 

But the joys that on sympathy wait ? 
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5 

What is Fame, bidding Envy defiance? 

The idol and bane of mankind ; 
What is Witj what is Learning, or Science, 

To the heart that is steadfast and kind I 

6 
E'en Genius may weary the sight 

By too fierce and too constd.nt a blaze ; 
But affection, mild planet of night h 

Grows lovelier the longer we gaze. 

7 
It shall thrive when the flattering fortns 

That encircle creation decay ; 
It shall live *mid the wide-wasting storms 

That bear all undistinguish'd away. 

8 
When Time, at the end of his race. 

Shall expire with expiring mankind, 
It shall stand on its permanent base, 

It shall last tiU the wreck of the mind. 
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SMILES AND TEARS. 

BT ME* DIBDIN. 



The weather, the land, and all those that dwell 
ink, 
Like our minds that are chequer'd by hopes 
and by fears, 
In rapid succession change every minute, 
A constant rotation pf smiles and of tears. 

But the smiles and the tears the same motive 
revealing, 

Tho' opposite, similar passions excite, 
One the offspring of bounty, the other of feelings. 

Take different tacks to the road of delight, 

2 

When pants the parch'd earth, as its wounds 
require healing^ 
For the shower, to put forward fresh blossoms 
and leaves ; 
^f ature, parent to all, with affectionate feeling. 
Benignly sheds tears as its wants she relieves. 



i 
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And when kindly refresh'd^ as new beauties are 
springing, 
And the sun, in rich i^miles, glads the gra- 
tified sight ; 
Thankful birds on the glistening verdure are 
singing, 
And the smiles and the tears expand equal 
delight. 

3 

9 

And so, 'twixt friend and friend^ when a heart- 
wounding sorrow 
Resolution o'ercomes, and sink^ deep in the 
mind; 
From the tears of a friend flattering comfort we 
borrow, 
For the motive's sincere, and the action is 
kmd : 

Nor when friendship's warm efforts o'ercome 
the vexation. 
Do our smiles, howe'er grateful, more plea- 
sure excite. 
For they both have theh: source in the same 
sweet sensation. 
And convey to. the mind tlie same generous 
delight. 
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XVI. 

THE SMILE OF BENEVOLENCE. 

B^ MR. DIHDIN. . 



1 

Inspir'o by so grateful a duty, 
In terms strongest art can devise^ 

Bards have written those raptures on beauty, 
That Lovers have wafted on sighs : 

J, to fill the sweet theme more completely^ 
Sing the beauty of goodness the while. 

For every face is dressed sweetly, 
Where beams a benevolent smile. 

2 
While the heart some beneficent action 

Contemplates, with joy the eyes speak, 
On the lip quivers mute satisfaction, 

And a glow of delight paints the cheek. 

Bliss pervades ev'ry feature completely, 
Adding beauty to beauty the while, 

And the loveliest face looks more sweetly. 
Where beams a benevolent smiie» 
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O there I retreat from the sun's scorching ray, 
Or taste the fresh breeze in the cool of the day ; 
There the black bird o'er head pours his sweet 

mellow song. 
The nightingale his> raried notes will prolong ; 
At morning or noon, in the evening or night. 
My Arbour is still the lov*id scene of delight. 

2. 
With a book there I often my leisure employ, 
Or in friendship convivial an hour I enjoy ; 
There tea its society sweet will aflFord, 
Or supper present its plain plentiful board. 
We behdd in her glory the bright silver moony 
As majestic she rides in her journey's hi^b 

noon ;* 
In the morning, &c» 

3 
The cares of the world never trouble my mind. 
All is calm and serene — to my lot I'm resign'd ; 
War*s murmurs are hush'd ere my Arbour they 

reach. 
Or are heard but the lesson of pity to teach.f 



* To behold the wandVing mooo> 
Riding near her highest noon. 

Il Fensbroso. 

+ ThQ8 sitting, and snrveyiog thus at ease 
The globe and it» coDcerns^ I seem adnuac^d 



1 
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Ob! would that the world could but feel the 

repose, 
Which the mind thus retiring unceasinglj 

knows : 
For at morning or noon, in the evening or ni^hl, 
My Arbour is still the lov'd scene of delight* 

J. F. 



To some secore and more thao mortal beighf, 
ThatlibVatesaod exempts me from them alU 
It turns submitted to my view, turns round 
With aU its f^eneratioos ; I behold 
The tumuli > and am still. The sound of war 
Has lost his terrors ere It reaches me; 
Grieves, but alarms roe not. 

CowPER'g Task. B. IV. L. 93. 

While He, from all the stormy passioos free 
That restless men involve, hears, and but hears, 
At distance safe, the human Tempest roar. 
Wrapt rloee io conscious Peace. The Fall of Kings, 
The ra^e of Nations, and the Crush of Statfes, 
Move not the Mao, who, from the World escaped. 
Instill Retreats, and flowery Solitudes, 
To Nature's Voice attends, from Month to Montby 
And Day to Day, thro* the revolving Year; 
Admiring, sees Her io her every Shape; 
Feels all her sweet £motioi»at hi|. Heart ;] 
Takes what she liberal gives, nor thinks of more. 
Thomsoh's Autumn. L. ISOS. 
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XXI. 

A FRIEND; 

MY BOOK. 

1 

A COMPANION I have, nay I'll call him a 
Friend, 
W ith whom I pass many and many an hour ; 
If serious my mood, or inclin'd to unbend, 
To soothe, or delight me, possessing the pow V. 

He sometimes partakes of my cheerful fire side, 
At others the partner becomes of my walk, 

Hand in hand as wetravd, the days quickly glide, 
Each moment brings profit with him whilst I 
talk. 

2 
He's pious, he's learned, he's grave, or he's gay, 
As chance may fall out, or occasion require, 
Be the subject what will, he has something to say, 
And other adviser I seldom require. 

Without pride or anger he shews me my faults, 
H« reproves to my face, is no back-biting foe. 

And the fame of a friend, Oh I he never assaults. 
And, sooner than wound, would all converse 
forego. 
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Caprice and ill-humour ne'er enter his mind, 
Of forms independent, he still is the same, 

For Noble or Learn'd 1 was never decline, 
Nor denied e'er to others who mentioned mj 
name. 

Tho' high his extraction, and nurtured with care, 
No grand entertainments he ever requir'd, 

Full oft of my crust will he cbeeriullj share, 
And hath long held his talk as my embers 
cxpir'd. 

4 
To him it ne'er matters if ill or well drest, 
He turns not away, tho' by fashion Tm 
scorn'd ; 
E'en my days the most lowly have suited him 
best. 
And my path of contempt hath he gladly 
adom'd. 

This friend hath a heart that is open to all, 
At least unto all who will up to him look, 

He makes no distinctions of great or of smUll, 
For all, if Jhey please, find this Friend in 

A BOOK. 

J, P. 
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THE SUMMER EVENING. 

BY THE KBV. T. B. GR£AVE8. 

^ m 

1 
Tho' hot was the Sun in the morn when he rose, 

And scorching his heat thro' the toil of the day, 
Yet cool and serene of his course is the close, 

And Labour reposes, and Care is away. 
2 
Thus oft from the morn, thro' the Doon of Bis life. 

Toils man, fed by turbulent ardour to grieve ; 
But, cooling at length, he relinquishes strife, 

With wisdom serenely enjoying his eve. 



XXUI. 
NED BRACE. 

BY DR. HALLORAN. 



1 

In many a storm and many a fight 
Ned Brace had borne an active part, 
^ Yet still his conscious mind was light, 

For Truth and Hondur buoy'd his heart ; 
And 'midst the storm or battle's din, 
IJe felt a peaceful calm within. 
o 
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'Gainst Frenchmen, and Mynheers^ and Dons, 
With brave St. Vincent, Howe, and Duncan, 

Ned with his shipmates plied the guns, 
Till all were taken, jQed or sunken ; 

And still, 'mid storms, or battles' din, 

He felt a peaceful calm within. 

S 
Last with brave Nelson of the Nile, 

His starboard leg was shot away ; 
Food for some hungry crocodile. 

What then ? his comrades won the day ; 
And wounded 'midst the battle's din^ 

He felt a peaceful calm within. 

4 
But now, reluctant, lash'd ashore, 

By orders that demand obedience, 
Ned ne'er must tempt the ocean more, 

Till launch*d by Death for unknown regions; 
And may he, then, 'mid fate's dread din, 
Outride the storm with peace within. 
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XXIV. 

A SAILOR'S PAY, 

From the Opera of A Bouse to be Sold. 
BT JAMES COBB. 

1 

My due a noble nation pays, 

(War's thunder now no more) 
Most do I prisBe my Country's praise, 

And least this shining store* 

But if a real joy I prove, 

In what rewards my pains ; 
It is a hope the friend I love 

May share my dear*bought gaios^ 

2 

Yet not alone that hope I prize. 

Love pictures to my heart 
The tears that flow'd from Mary's eyes, 

When fortune bade us part. 

Another joy my heart shall prove, 

In what rewards my pains ; 
It is the hope the girl I love 

May share my dear-bought gains. 
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XXV. 

THE BEACON. 



1 

The Scene was more beautiful far to my eye 
Than if day in its pride had array 'd it ; 

The land-breeze blew mild, and the azure 
arch'd sky 
LookM pure as the Spirit had nmde it : 

The murmur rose soft, as I silently gaz'd 
On the shadowy wave's pbyful motion, 
From the dim distant isle, when the Beacon fire 

blaz'd 
Like a star in the midst of the ocean. 

2 

No longer the joy of the sailor boy's breast 
Was heard in his wildly-breath'd numbers ; 

The sea-bird had flown to her wave-girdled nest, 
The fisherman sunk to his slumbers. 

One moment I look'd from the hill's gentle slope 
(All hush'd was the billows' commotion) 

And thought that the Beacon look'd lovely as 
Hope, 
That star of life's tremulous ocean. 



MORAL AND MISCELtANEOUS SONOS. 149 
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The time is long past, and the scene is afar^ 
Yet ivhen my head rests on its pillow, 

Will memory sometimes rekindle the star 
That blaz'd on the breast of the billow. 

In life*s closing hour, when the trembUng soul 
flies, 

And death stills the heart's last emotion ; 
O then may the bright beams of mercy arise 

Like a star on eternity's ocean. 



XXVI. 
THE SENTINEL. 



1 

Bt day, when the sun in his bright glcHry glows, 

The Sentinel, then, upon guard takes his stand, 
So gallant and trim in his best suit of cloaths, 

His bayonet fix'd and his firelock in hand ; 
Mid tents or on ramparts he marches his ground, 

Flagswaveintheair, and the loud cannons roar, 
The trumpets and drums give their heart- 
cheering sound, 

And the Sentinel, then, feels theSoldier all o'en 
o2 
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2 

When the evening declines^ and the moon climbs 
the sky, 
And myriads of stars shine resplendent aboye. 
When the breeze but at intervals heaves a faint 
sigh, 
And no footstep, bat his, is permitted to 
move ; — 
The Sentinel, then, to reflection gives way, 
His thoughts soar to Him, who the moon and 
stars made, 
Oil ! can he refrain to his Maker to pray. 
Whose bounties, the sky, earth, and ocean 
pervade ? 

3 
But, if dark be the night, and the winds, with 
loud roar. 
Drive the labouring clouds thro' the heav'n's 
boundless way. 
If breakers are heard to lash frequent the shore, 
And rain pours in torrents to fight the strong 
spray,— 
From bis box, then, the Sentinel looks out with 
fear,' 
While winds,' waves, and rains Nature's 
beauties deform. 
But, amid desolation, he knows Wisdotn^s near, 
Who rides in the whirtwind, and checks the 
rude storm.* 



;HS5a-.:~;^iggs3WJg r- ■■iGx^ag! '**''' ^ ^'^ 



*♦ 
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With fear and with hope, he preserves his heart 
right, 
And patiently waits for the bright cheering 
dawn, 
Desolation and horror endure for a night, 
But joy will succeed it, and come with the 
mom.+ 
His moments of duty completed, he knows. 
That another succeeds to take charge of his 
post. 
And he, without care, may then seek his repose. 
And his joys be endearM by what trouble had 
crost. 

5 
He sees in his lot but a picture of man, 

Sent here upon duty, a Soldier on guard. 
And sunshine, or storm, he must meet as he can, 
Must expect a surprise, and be true to his 
ward. 
But the season of trial will soon have an end, 
The moment will come when he meets his 
relief, 
If true to his post, then his Captain's his friend, 
And joy shall efface all remembrance of gf ief. 



* Rides io the whirl*iviod, and dtrectithe storm. 

Th£ CaXPAIGV. Bt ADDIS05. 
f Fsatoi zzz. ▼. 5. 
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XXVII. 

THE BUGLE HORN. 



1 

In the town, or in barracks, in camp, or the field, 
How cheering the notes which the bugle-homs 

yield ; 
Our slumbers forsake us at first beam of dawn, 
Awak'd by the sound of the loud bugle horn. 

2 

At parade, when our troops are in gallant array. 

And our musquets and swords martial splendour 
display. 

While discipline reigns thro* each well-mus- 
ter'd band. 

The bugle-horn sounds forth the word of com- 
mand. 

3 

And when busy day draws apace to its close. 
And man and beast wearied demand their repose. 
The horn, which at mom breaks the slumbers 

of' peace. 
At eye sounds from duty a welcome release. 
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4 

If the dread day of battle at length should e'er 

comei 
And we hear from alar the bold enemy's drum. 
Then trusting in Him who will favour the right, 
The horn shall both summon and cheer for the 

fight. 

5 
Then let courage prevail, but let mercy still 

reign, 
The living to spare and to honoor the slain, 
If the standard of Britain's in victory borne, 
Be conquest proclaim'd by the trumpet and bom. 

6 
And knowing that one only scatters our foes. 
And from that source alone ev'ry victory flows, 
With one heart and voice, our thanksgivings 

we'll raise, 
And unite with the horn inliigh accents of praise. 
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XXVIII. 

SCOTIA'S GLENS. 

Tuif E : Lord BaUnitdine'i DeUghi. 
BY JAMES HOGG. 



1 

'MoNG Scotia^s glens and mountains bluc^ 
Where Gallia's lilies never grew. 
Where Roman eagles never flew. 

Nor Danish lions rallied : 
Where skulks the roe in anxious fear. 
Where roves the stately nimble deer. 
There live the lads to freedom dear, 

Bj foreign yoke ne'er galled. 

There woods grow wild on every hill ; 
There freemen wander at their will ; 
Sure Scotland will be Scotland still 

While hearts so brave defend her. 
*^ Fear not, Our Sovereign liege," they cry, 
" We've fiourish'd fiiir beneath thine eye j. 
For thee we'll fight, for thee we'll die, 

Nor ought but life surrender." 
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" Since thou hast watch'd our every need, 
And taught our navies wide to spread, 
The smallest hair from thy grey head 

No foreign foe shall sever. 
Thy honour'd age in peace to save 
The sternest host we'll dauntless brave, 
Or stem the fiercest Indian wave, 

Nor heart nor hand shall waver." 

** Tho' nations join yon tyrant's arm. 
While Scotia's noble blood runs i>varm, 
Our good old man we'll guard from harm, 

Or fall in heaps around him. 
Ahho' the Irish harp were won. 
And England's roses all o'errun ; 
'Mong Scotia's glens, with sword and gun, 

We'll form a bulwark round him." 



XXIX. 

MY DEAR NATIVE ISLE. 



1 
O Britain ! my Coimtry ! thou Queen of the Isles, 
Whefe Freedom and Plenty wear permanent 
smiles, 
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My heart beats with joy whea I think that my 

birth 
Was in thee, nor in other blest nation on earth : 

From the north to the south, from the east to the 

west, 
Say, where is the land so by Providence blest ? 
Wherever I turn, all around is a smile, 
O Britain, ray country, my dear native Isle ! 

g 

^V^lo censures thy climate, and rails at thy 

year. 
While round him thy hills and thy vallies ap« 

pear ? 
The eye sees, excursive o'er climes as it rolls, 
Some burnt at Uie tropics, some froze' at the 

poles ; 
Here rarely thy heat and thy frost are intense, 
And spring, summer, autumn delight ev'ry sense ; 
Wherever, &c. 

3 
On the gales of Arabia, or Ceylon's spice groves 
The Poet's warm fancy in verse often roves. 
But to please the charm'd sense what can equal, 

Osay, 
The gales from our bean fields, or meads of new 

hay? 
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What can riral the sweets which our gardens 

disclose, 
The lilac, syringa, the jasmine and rose ? 
Wherever, &c. 

4 
Some countries may boast, which are nearer the 

line, 
The ample, the fragrant, the brisk tasted pine, 
The orange and citron afford their sweet juice. 
But fine are the fruits which our gardens 

produce ; 

With those may the gage, and the pippin 
compare. 

The strawberry, the cherry, the peach or the 
pear, 

Wherever, &c. 

5 

Tho' France boast the joys of her brisk spark- 
ling wiiies. 

And Italy, Portugal, Spain their rich vines, 

Tho' Madeira be fam'd for its high-flavour'd 
grape, 

And we traffic afar for the too-luscious cape : 

Yet Britain can boast what her malt can produce. 
The currant's and gooseberry's gay sparkling 

juice : 
Wherever, &c. 
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6 

Thy sheep and thy kine o'er thy pastures that 

graze, 
Each fowl o'er thy fields, or thy homestalb 

that strays, 
Each fish in thy rivers that wantonly glides, 
Or those yearly brought to thy shores by the 
tides ; 

These all for delight and advantage are giv'n, 
Show'r'd down by the bounty of all«forming 

Ileav'n, 
Wherever, &c. 

7 

Where else is mankind in more civiliz'd state, 
Or where equal laws so protect poor and great, 
Where virtue with beauty more often combine, 
Or where manly courage as splendidly shine ? 

Where else is religion so purely profest, 
Where each left to cherish the wish of his breast ? 
Wherever, &c. 

8 

Then, Britain ! reflect with the fondest concern 
The duties demanded from thee in return ; 
With blessings thus gifted, acknowledge the hand 
That still hath protected thy high-favour'd land; 
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Be religion and morals thy jirst — only care^ 
And Heav'n's high protection thou ever wilt 

share : 
Then thy sons and thy prospects will still wear 

one smile, 
O Britain^ my country^ my dear native Isle. 

J. P. 



XXX. 

THE HORSE. 

ToKS : The Race Hane. Bjr Dibdih. 



1 

Exulting in strength, how majestic's theHorse^ 
His neck, cloth'd with thunder, he gallops his 

course^ 
His nostrils a glory tremendously shew. 
In the valley he paweth, unmov'd meets the foe ; 

With fierceness and rage how he swalloweth the 
ground, 

Ha ! Qa \ Hark he saith, while the hoarse trum- 
pets sound, 
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In the battle, in thunder, i'th shout he gains force, 
How noble in nature, resistless the Horse !* 

2 
He, trainM to the road, draws the carriage aikmgy 
Is true to his work 'mid the hubbub and throng, 
You would scarce think that aught hung be- 
hind at his heels, 
So swift, you discern not the spokes of the 

wheels. 
■' ■ 1^ ' ■ » 

* Job zziiz. 19—25. See a Criticism oo this paaage ia 
The Guardian, No. 86. 

Contrary to the opinion of a poetical Friend, I have tcb- 
tored to retain tlie Sacred Writer^s image of the horse's neck 
•• clothed with tbander.*' He suggested that the prcseat Hol 
of thunder is merely that of the noise which follows the flash of 
lightning. But the original ijjiea of thunder includes either tin 
one, or the other, or both. We have the folio w ing definition ia 
Johnson : 

!• *' Thunder is a most bright flame rising on a sodden, 
moving with great violence, ai^i with a very rapid velocity, 
through the air, according to any ^^stermioation, upwards from 
the earth, horizontally, obliquely, downwards in a right line, 
or in several right lines, as it were in serpentine tracts, joined at 
irarious angles and commonly endiM wjth a loud noise or rat- 
tling." 

2. '* In popular and poetic language, thunder is commonly 
the noise, and lightning the flash i though thunder is sometimes 
taken for both." 

The comparing the full, long, curled aqd flowing mane of a 
horse, with the light glancing upon it, to thunder, ** Hast thoa 
given the horse strength ? hast thou clothed his neck with 
thunder ?" appears to me to be an image peculiarly appropriate 
and sublime. 



MORAL AND MISCELLANEOUS SONGS. 161 

Now, led, meek and mild, whence he stood, at 

the rack. 
See, saddled, his master mounts feebly his back, 
With health waning fast to his aid hath recourse, 
Both a friend and physician he owns in his Horse. 

3 

Behold the heaped waggon pull'd thro' the deep 

road, 
He takes the hard collar, and tugs on his load. 
From morning to night, from the night to the 

morn. 
With short seasons of rest is the hard burden 

borne ; 

Or view him again, with firm pace, drag the 
plow. 

Or drawing the Harvest Home quick to the 
mow, — • 

O long might one make him a theme of dis- 
course, — 

Hownoblel Howu^ul! the tractable Horse! 



Ah why do we then oft behold him abus'd, 
111. fed, overworked, and his Sabbath refus'd, 
Back gall'd and knees broken, sides panting 

with pain, 
Ah ! fatal mistake! to hope thus to make gain! ^ 
p 2 
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Ye owners ! ye drivers I reflect, and be just, 
Know, Providence lends all his creatures in 

trust. 
And they who misuse them, nor suffer remorse, 
Must account to the Maker of both man and 

Horse. 

J. P. 



XXXI. 

THE HARE HUNT. 

BY MR. DIBDIN. 



Since Zeph'rus first tasted the charms of coy 
Flora, 
Sure Nature ne'er beam'd on so lovely a 
morn, 
Ten thousand sweet birds court the smile of 
Aurora, 
And the woods loudly echo the sound of the 
horn: 

Yet the mom's not so lovely, so brilliant, so gay, 
As their splendid appearance in gallant array, 
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When all ready mounted, they number their 
forces, 
Enough the y/ild boar and the tiger to scare : 
Pity fifty stout beings, count dogs, men, and 
horses. 
Should encounter such peril — to kill one poor 
hare! 

2 
Little wretch, thy fate's hard! — ^thou wert 
gentle and blameless ; 
Yet a type of the world in thy fortune we see ; 
And virtue, by monsters as cruel and shameless. 
Poor, defenceless, and timid, is hunted like 
thee. 

See ! vainly each path how she doubles and tries : 
If she scape the houflfi Treachery, by Slander 
she dies ! 

To o'ercome that meek fear for which men should 
respect her, 
Ev'ry art is employ 'd, ev'ry sly subtle snare- 
Pity those that were bom todefend and protect her, 
Should hunt to her ruin — so timid a Hare ! 
3 
Thus it fares with poor Merit, which mortals 
should chmsh, 
As the heaven-gifted spark that illumines the 
' mind ; 
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As Reason's best honour: lest with it should 
perish 
Ev'ry grace that, perfecticm can lend to 
mankind. 

Hark ! Envy's pack opens ; the grim lurcher. 
Fear, 
And the mongrel, Vexation, skulk sly in the 
rear: 

The rest all rush on, at their head the whelp 
Slander, 
The fell mastiff Malice, the greyhound 
Despair ! 
Pity beings best known by bright Truth and 
fair Candour 
Should hunt down — shame to manhood — so 
harmless a Harei 

4 

Their sports at , an end, harsh Reflection's 
beguiler 
To some thoughtless oblivion their souls they 
resign; 

The Seducer takes pleasure, revenge the Re- 
viler, 

^he Hunter's oblivion, as hurtful, is wine. 

Thus having destroy'd every rational joy 
' That can dignify Reason, they Reason destroy s 



MORAL AND MISCELLANEOUS SONGS. 165 

And yet not in vain, if this lesson inspirit 

Ought of reverence for Genius, respect for 
the Fair : 
So the tear of lost Virtue and poor'ruin'd Merit 
The sad manes shall appease of the innocent 
Hare. 



XXXII. 

HUMANITY'S COT. 

BY MR.BIBDIN. 



1 

OFhoms, and of echoes, that thro' the woods ring. 
And of lads full of spirit and soul, 

And of gaj sporting boxes let other bards sing, 
Merely built for the chase or the bowl : 

I bring you, of Sportsmen, a true and try'd knot, 
Who sport a snug box, called Humanity's Cot. 

2 

Is Honour in danger. Worth sunk by its fears, 
On those coursers their wishes, they're borne. 

To hunt Vice to the toils, and to dry Virtue's 
tears. 
As the sun melts the dew of the mom : 
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Then joia of true Sportsmen^ so noble a knot, 
The good lads that inhabit Humanity's Cot. 

3 

What chase a delight can more glorious yield. 
Than to hunt in so noble a track? 

Vice and Fo//y the game, wide creation the field. 
And tho Votaries of Honour the pack. 

Rejoice then, ye sportsmen, who are thrown by 

your lot, 
'Mongst the lads that inhabit Humanity's Cot. 

4 
Returned from their toil, with life's comforts well 
stor'd, 
Reflection their food gives a zest ; 
Health seasons the viand that smoaks on their 
board, 
A clear conscience invites them to rest. 

And sweet are the slumbers that fidl to the lot 
Of the lads that inhabit Humanity's Cot. 

5 

Let each English sportsman these maxims 

embrace. 
Who the spoils of true honour would share, 
Ail that's noxious to hunt to the toils m life's 

chase, 
All that's harmless and useful to spare : 
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So the blessings of thousands shall make up' 

their lot, 
And each sporting box vie with Humanity's cot. 



XXXIII. 
THE BRITISH BOW. 

TuNK : True Blue. 

Su«^at the Anniversary Meeting of the^Royal British 

Bowmen, on the I8th of Aagutt, of which Society 

His Royal Highness the Prince of Wales 

is the Patron. 



1 
When Britain's Isle, untaught to fear, 

Was sought by Cjesar's powers. 
She call'd her gallant Sons of War 

To guard her chalky shores, 
** My Children,, draw the British Bow, 
In Freedom's cause repel the Foe." 

2 
By it Caractacus maintain'd 

For many a year the field ; 
By it Boadicea reign'd ; 

And taught proud Rome io yield ; 
Whene'er she cir6w the British Bow, 
She broke the ranks and thin'd the foe. 
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3 

To save their cots from beasts of prey 

Our fathers form'd the Yew, 
In woods impervious to the day 

The savage boar they slew, 
And oft the stag and bounding roe 
Fell victims to the British Bow. 

4 
Their guard, their pleasure still it prov'd. 

In peace, in war the same, \ 

With it in search of food they rov*d. 

With it they fought for feme ; 
They fear'd nor beast, nor threatening foe, 
All yielded to the British Bow. 

5 
The noble art we now restore, 

Erst gallant Cambria's boast, 
The arms our great forefethers bore 

Again adorn our coast, 
Our breasts with ancient ardour glow. 
Again we draw the British Bow. 

6 
Array'd the feather'd shaft to send 

With art thro' yielding air. 
Our lovely quiver 'd nymphs attend. 

As amiable as fair ; 
And by their matchless skill bestow 
Fresh laurels on the British Bow. 
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A 

7 
While summer's smifes the fieMs adorQ, 

While George protects our trab, , 

' We welcome thus a festal- morn 

Amidst the flow'ry plain ; 
And stiU would have the world to know 
We glory in the British Bow. 

8 
AUay'd be each corroding care, 

Be gloomy thoughts away ! 
Contentment's smiles let each one wear 

To hail this happy day ; 
And while we bend the British Bow, 

Around let blest good humour flow. 



XXXI 7. 

THE ARCHERS' BUGLE. 



1 
The Bugle sounds, the Archers all 
Prepare to meet its cheerful call. 
The sun ascends with fervid rays, 
And all the valley's in a blaze, 
The south wind scarcely stirs the trees, 
And odours float in every breeze, — 



^. 
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What crouds now throng the verdant lawn, 
For the Archeifi shoot fin: the Bu^ horn. 

2 
The ButfcB are plac'd, the Targets' dyes 
In brilliant circles meet the eyes ; 
And now behold the archer band, 
With quiver'd back, and Bow in hand, 
Advance, and anxious diaw the lot 
To take precedence in the shot, — 
While int'rest sways the peopled lawn^ 
As the Archers shoot for the Bugle horn* 

3 

Erect and firm, with steady eye. 
The strong-nerv'd hand they well apply. 
The bending bow, th' elastic string 
The arrow send with pow'rful spring, 
With whirring instantaneous flight, . 
Like motion of the rapid light.-^ 
Surprise and wonder fill the lawn, 
As the Archers shoot for the Bugle horn. 

4 
Tho' all are good, yet some excel, 
High-honour'd he who bears the bell ; 
The arrow, which unerring flies 
To th' golden centre, gains first prize ; 
Best shots and numbeis also count, 
Three rounds shall give up the amount,'^— 
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Applause shall reign throughout the lawn, 
As the Archer gains the Bugle horn. 

5 
Oh ! happy art, from war to cease, 

The amusement now ot joy and peace. 

Health, cheerfulness and grace are thine, 

And brave and fair in sport to join ; 

With mirth and reason wisely gay, 

The feast concludes the happy day, 

And pleasure smiles throughout the lawn, 

As the Archers sing to the Bugle horn* 



XXXV. 

ADDRESS TO A FLY. 

THE SENTIMENT FROM STERNE. 
I 

Ah silly, vain and buzzing Ply, 
Annoy me not, but from me hie ; 
I would not hurt one hair of thee, . 
And why wilt thou thus pester me ? 

2 
Agam thou com'st— I have thee now— 
But out of window thou shalt go. 
€ro, get thee gone : with pardon flee, 
There's room i' th' world for thee and me. 

^ J. P. 
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XXXVI. 

THE SEA. 

A Song for The Anniversary Meelin^ of Th« 

Directors and Governors of the Sea-balhin^ 

Infirmary at Margate. 

Tvke: The Aruicreontic. 



1 

The Sea, as its waves after waves loudly roll, 
And its tides or recede from or gain on tht 
shore, 
With awe and devotion exalts the full soul, 
And the Maker's loud praises extols in its 
Toar. 

This made the " sweet Psalmist'' enraptur'd 
exclaim, 
O these are thy works^ great and manif(dd, 
Lord! 
Earth and ocean alike boundless Wisdom pro- 
claim, — 
Be t)iy wisdom and goodness by all breath 
ador'd.* 



♦PWlmdv. 24-26. 
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The sea doth in commerce realms far distant 

join, 

Uniting as friends whom it seems to divide, 

In fellowship brings both the poles and the line, 

As swift o'er its billows rich merchantmen ride. 

Within its own bosom vast treasures it bears, 
Each creature that creeps or disports on the 

In herring-shoals myriads each season it rears^ 
And the whale ^^ who delights to take pastime 
therein." 

3 

These are but in part what the Parent of Good 
Hath show'r'd down of mercies benignantly 
finee, 
A constant Bethesba still flows the salt flood. 
And health, strength and spirits we gain from 
the sea. 

Here, bathing, the bow'd may sood, braced, 
Vfaik upright. 
The blood, now contaminate', wash and be 
clean. 
The dim may recover the blessing of sight, 
And the unnerv'd by palsy in vigour be 
seen. 

q2 
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4 

But, alas ! how shall those who droop thus hv 
in land, 
Whom poverty more than their sickness , 
bows down I — 
Poor wretches! no means can their stations 
command, 
They languish unpitied, they sorrow un- 
known. 

Taught by Him, who made sea, and kll men 
of one race, 
A Bethesda, a house of reception, we 
raise; 
Humanity's friends! the blest object em- 
brace. 
Bestow here your wealth to your Maker's 
high praise. 



O ye, who for health here approach the 
wide sea, 
And ye, to these shores who for pleasure 
repair, 
Wide open your hands with hearts grateful 
and free, 
Gitethe lasie andaflicted your blessings 
to share. 
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Then, if on the bed of affliction you lie, 

He, \¥ho comibii; in sickness alone caa 
bestow, 
Will grant you his aid when for mercy you 

And shed healing dews on your sickness 
and woe.* 

J. P. 



XXXVII. 
WINTER. 



1 

Daeary Winter o'er the plain 
Spreads once more his mantle dun ; 

Frosty mists and drizzling rain 
Chill the air and mask the sun. 

2 

Music leaves the drooping grove- 
Pleasure quits the blasted green — 

Arbours, late the haunts of love, 
AU deserted now are seen ! « 

• Pialm zli. 1-3. 
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Cheerful round the social hearth, 
Where the well-trunm'd embers glowy 

Passing time with tales of mirth, 
Sit the Cot's promiscuous row* 

4 
Deep and dirty is the road^ 

Difficult to man and steed ; 
Round the opulent abode 

Crowd the shiyering Sons of Need» 

5 

Deal your alms now to the poor, 
Ye with wealth and plenty blest I 

Thus a treasure you'll secure 
In the realms of joy and rest. 

6 

But if you the poor shall spurn 

In a season such as this, 
Can ye hope, beyond life's bourn 

Mercy's promised meed of bliss l 
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XXXVIII. 

THD DYING NEGRO. 

Tune: The Cherokee Death Song. 



1 
O'er my toil-wither'd limbs sickly languors 

are shed. 
And the dark mists of death on my eyelids 

are spread ; 
Before my last sufferings how gladly I bend ! 
For the strong arm of Death is the arm of a 

friend. 

2 
Against the hot breezes hard struggles my breast, 
Slow, slow beats my heart, and I hasten to rest ; 
No more shall sharp anguish my faint bosom 

rend, 
For the strong arm of Death is the arm of a 

friend. 

3 
No more shall I sink in the deep-scorching air, 
No more shall keen hunger my weak body tear. 
No more on my limbs shall swift lashes descend, 
For the strong arm of Deatk ib the arm of a 
friend. 
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Ye ruffians I who tore me from all I held dear^ 
Who mock'd at my wailmgs and smiled at mj 

tear, 
Now, now shall 1 'scape, every suffering shall 

end, 
For the strong arm of Death is the arm of a 

friend. 



XXXIX. 

THE NEGRO'S EXULTATION. 

1807. 

A SEQUEL TO COWFEB^S KEGBo's COMPLAINT. 



No longer the Negroes complain, 
Nor blindly accuse FiUe^s decree. 

Glad tidings are borne o^er the main,^ 
For Britons have said be ye fbee ! 

On them hath light graciously beamed. 
They strive to assuage all our smart. 

The Black as a Brother is deem'd, 
And love dawns in every heart* 
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They told us before of their God, 

Their Saviour who came to redeem,> — 

Oar backs smarting still with the rod, 
We thought it a fable or dream. 

But now we are sure it is true, 

Their actions confirm our belief^ 
Nor longer their servants shall rue 

The Gospel which brings such relief ! 
3 
The fetters they strike from our hands 

With a love that is willing and kind ; 
And they say they will loosen the bands, 

Which fetter the Negro's rude mind. 

Oh! if Christ has commanded you this, 

Delay not to shew us the way, 
With Him must be concord and bliss, 

And Him will we serve and obey, 
4 
And thus, for the evils you've wrought. 

You will make us, indeed, great amends, 
We'll forget that a Black iB'er was bought, 

Since Britons are now our best Friends. 

Yes^ there must be a life after this, 
We acknowledge the Heavenly Powers^ 

We shall smile at past tears in that bliss ; 
Your Saviour and God shall be ours. 

J. P. 
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XL. 

MUSIC. 
1 OLEE COMPOSED IN 177# ^ 

BY S. WEBBE. 



Music^s the language of the Blest above ; 
No voice but Music's can express 
The joys that happy souls possess, 

Nor in just raptures tell the VoiuTrous power of 
■ love. 

'Tis Nature's dialect, design'd 
To charm and captivate the mind. 

Music's an universal good, 
That doth dispense its joys aromid, 
In all the elegance of sound, 

To be by men admir'd, by Angels understood. 
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LETTER IV. 

'*^' ON CONVIVIAL SONGS- 

SispL 10, 1810. 
SIR, ' 

r ROM your ob^rvatioDs on Moral Songs and 
the joint Collectioapof Moral and Miscellaneous 
which you have given, we proceed to the Con- 
vivial. You say in your Essay on Song- 
writing (p. xxxi, &c.) ^' as Milton, in his 
Com us, has not scrupled to let the advocate of 
pleasure be heard, and that, in very persuasive 
language, tru^tkig to the counteraction of more 
solid arguments in favour of sobriety, it might 
perhaps be excess of rigour to banish from 
song-poetry every lively effusion of this kind. 
The pleasures which this lax morality of poets 
has been chiefly employed to excuse and • 
varnish, have at all times been those of love 
and wine, allowable, indeed, in a certain degree 
to exhilarate the anxious lives of mortals, but 
always prone to pass the bounds of moderation* 
Music has lent a willing aid to these incitements ; 
and the classes of amorous and drinking Songs 
It 
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have ia all languages been the most copiouslj 
furnished. There Is, however, a great dif* 
ference in the variety and compass of intellectual 
ideas aiForded bj these two sources of enjoy* 
ment. The bacchanalian has little more scope 
in his lyrii^ effusionsi th^n to ring changes upon 
the hilarityi or rather delirium, inspired by his 
favourite indulgence^ which puts to flight all 
the suggestions of care and melancholy, and 
throws the soul into that state of felicity which 
springs frpm exaltisd aninud spirits, and a temf 
porary suspension of the reasoning faculties. 
The essenx^e, therefore, of this kind of pleasure, 
if such it can be called, is an excess^— some* 
thing gross and degrading, adverse to thought, 
and therefore barren of sentiment. The inge* 
nuity of poets has, indeed, connected it with a 
vivacity of imagination that is very capti* 
vating, especially when enforced by the pre* 
sence of the flowing bowl and jovial companions ; 
and it must be confessed that actual sbging is 
seldom so heartily enjoyed as in the chorus of a 
convivig.1 party. But, without such an accom- 
paniment^ the drinking-song flattens upon the 
perusal, and its glowing expressions appear 
little l)etter than extravagant. It is likewise apt 
to sink into coarseness and vulgarity ; so that the 
more select collections of vocal poetry will bear 
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but a small admixture of these compositions, 
which succeed so v^ell in " setting the table in 
» Toan" 

You admit. Sir, in the passage just quoted, 
that there has been a lax moralUj/ employed by 
poets in excusing and varnishing the pleasures 
of love and wine, and that these pleasures are 
always prone to pass the bounds of moderation. 
You call the hilarity of the Bacchanalian a 
delirium, springing from no better source than 
a temporary suspension of the reasoning fa* 
culties. You express a doubt of calling it even 
^pleasure; and admit the esi>ence of it to be an 
excess, — something gross and degrading. 

Afterwards, in stating the different kindi^ of 
Sdigs, which you have introduced into your 
Collection, you say ". A very scanty assort* 
ment of Contvvial Songs succeeds, dedicated 
to the festal board, and imitating the gaiety and 
freedom of the Anacreontic lays. It was impos- 
sible altogether to omit a class so universally 
received into Song-Collections ; but as I feel no 
ambition to be regarded as a priest of Bacchus, 
I have limited my choice to a small specimen of 
those which have been inspired by wit and 
poetry, as well as by wine," (p. xlvii.) 

To a Convivial Songy a festal board, or 
gaiety, I desire pot to make any general ob- 
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jeciioD. All depends on the bounds mti^m 
"which they are kept. If the freedom be a 
freedom from the strictest decorum and sobriety^ 
we may object to it as primarily wrong, and w€ 
may also object to it as defeating its own end,-— 
as (on the whole, and in a course of repetitions,) 
producing less real pleasure than festivity duly 
regulated. The Convivial Songs in your Col- 
lection appear to me to contam many highly 
objectionable passages : and I am happy to be 
able to produce your own authority (in the first 
quotation) in oppositioh to passages which 
appear to promote the excess yon have decidedly 
blamed. 

In your Letters on Poetry (L. ix. p. 121.) 
where you have mentioned Milton's Comus, you 
say that '^ It represents the triumph of virtue 
over lawless pleasure ; and the autlior deserves 
high applause for the skill with which, after 
exhilarating the mind with the festal gaiety of 
Comus, and even assailing the reason with sophis- 
tical arguments in favour of licentiousness, he 
finally brings over the reader to the side of 
sobriety by the charms of poetic eloquence/* 
Here again. Sir, we have your support in oppo- 
sition to such festal gaiety as that of Comus. 
But, I will ask, Is there not danger that these 
sophistical arguments in favour of licentious*. 
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fiess, especially when set off by a lively strain 
of poetry and music and a lively manner, will 
make an impression, which the ^^ more solid 
arguments in favour of sobriety'* may not be 
able to counteract ? Something of this kind you 
seem to apprehend from the " eloquent ha- 
rangue" which Thomson has put into the mouth 
of Indolence in his Poem of The Castle of 
Indolence : " I know not, indeed, whether it is 
not almost too persuasive for the moral effect of 
the piece, especially when enforced by the 
delicious picture of the life led in the mansion of 
pleasure. No wonder that the poet himself 
was too well disposed to become a subject of the 
Power whose allurements he so feelingly de- 
scribes ; and we may believe that he spoke from 
his heart when he exclaimed 

** EscapM the cattle of the Sire of sifl. 

Ah ! where sJiall I so sweet a dweUingfiod?" (L. xvi. p. 221.) 

In your Letters to your Son, (Vol. 2. L. xv. 
p. 272.) speaking of *^ the effects of poetry in 
softening and humanizing the soul," you say^ 
^^ I am most pleased with a story told of the 
effect of a happy quotation from Homer made 
by the philosopher Xenocrates. This truly 
respectable man being sent as ambassador to the 
court of Antipater, for the redemption of some 
B 2 
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Athenian captives, was courteously invited by 
the prince to sit down with him to supper. He 
instantly replied to the offer in the generous 
words spoken by Ulysses to Circe on the same 
occasion : 

O Circe I who of human soul possessM 

Could glut with food and drink, while yet io booda 

HU dear companlona lie ? If truly kind 

You bid roe to the festal board*s repast, 

O free them first, and give them to my sight ! Odys* B. z. 

Antipater was so struck with the ingenuity and 
patriotism of this application, that he imme- 
diately ordered the release rfthe prisoners." 

What would have been the effect, Sir, if in- 
stead of storing his mind with patriotic and 
moral sentiments, he had been only, or chieflj, 
versed in Bacchanalian poetry, and cited some 
such passage as many of those contained in your 
selection of convivial Songs ? 

You seem to me to be perfectly aware of the 
fiscination of such compositions, and especiafly 
in the ^* convivial party" ; and, surely. Sir, it is, 
on that very account, the business of the poet 
and the moralist, to endeavour to moderate this 
propensity and to restrain it within its aue 
bounds. You have disclaimed the being re- 
garded as a " priest of Bacchus". This must 
certainly be commended: and I can only 
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"wish, that, in conformity with it, you had been 
more careful, through your selection, to avoid 
-whatever ^night heighten the devotions to that 
deity. You say " It was impossible altogether 
to omit a class so universally received into 
Song-Collections;" and yet, Sir, you have 
omitted Naval and Military Songs as classes^ 
and given but very few of either amongst the 
others^ and have excluded Hunting Songs 
entirely. 

I am not here pleading for Hunting Songs, or 
for the exclusion of eUl Convivial Songs : but 
only wish to shew, that, as you had excluded 
oUier Songs, it was not impossible to exclude the 
Convivial; if^ indeed you preferred that to a 
greater care in selecting such as could meet with 
a just approbation. 

When I began compiling my Collection of 
Songs with music, I experienced the diificulty 
of selecting songs upon this subject. In my 
first publication, however, I inserted with some 
few alterations The Generous Soul, an old 
Soi^, The Bottle, by Hugh KeUy, and Ne'er 
be drunk again, from Mr. Ritson's Collection, 
ancfthe Song upon Tobacco, as an accompa- 
niment to drinking. In the first volume of my 
second Collection in 12mo. I added The Busif 
Fit/, Two Glees, Beer, or The Hop Feast^ by 
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Garrick, JovicU Youths, by Shenstone, and I 
ereii ventured to insert one intitled The Water 
Drinker J thinking that it might at least meet 
with readers^ if not with singers ; not being the 
first poet who has attempted the praise of water- 
drinking. For, in your Essay prefixed to 
Armstrong's Art of Preserving Health, in giving 
an analysis of the Poem, you say " The praise 
of water-drinking follows ; with the precepts of 
the father of physic for choosing rightly this 
pure and innocent beverage. Notwithstanding 
the apparent earnestness with which the poet 
dwells on this topic, there is some reason to 
suspect that he was not quite hearty in the cause. 
For he not only adopts the notion of those who 
have recommended an occasional debauch as a 
salutary spur to nature ; but, descanting on the 
necessity a man may find himself under \a 
practice hard drinking in order to promote the 
pursuits of ambition or avarice, he advises him 
(between jest and earnest) to enure himself 
to the trial by slow degrees* Here the phy- 
sician and sage seem lost in the jolly compa- 
nion.^' (p. 16.) Afterwards, in treating of the 
passions, you say, " Some persons,, however, 
take a less innocent method oS dispelling grief, 

and in the tempting bowl 

Of poiiott'd nectar, sweet obliyion iwill. 
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The immediately exhilarating effects, and the 
sad subsequent, reverse attending this baneful 
practice, are liere painted in the most vivid 
..colouring, and form a highly instructive and 
pathetic lesson. Particularly, the gradual 
degradation of character which it infallibly 
brings on, is finely touched." (p. 24.) After 
thus appearing, Sir, as ^' the physician and 
sage", I am concerned at finding those cha- 
racters, as I conceive, " lost," — ^' in the 
jolly companion" at legist, if not in " the priest 
of Bacchus", (see p. 5. and 183.)* 

In the third Volume of my Collection, I 
could only add two songs upon this subject, one 
entitled Mt/ Mug of Beer, intended for the 
lower Classes, the other by Burns, deploring 
the fatal effects of The Fumes of Wine in 
estranging him from his friends. 

But, Sir, it does not appear to me, that even 



* The following very extraordinary passage, from a Letter 
by Bums, published by Dr. Currie, in his Life of him, 5th 
Edition, p. 164. is submitted to the consideration of the reader: 
" we ranged round the bowl till the good-fellow hour of six ; 
except a few minutes that we went out to pay our devotions to 
the glorious lamp of day peering over the towering top of 
Benlomood. We all kneeled ; our worthy landlord's son held 
the bowl ; each man a full glass in his band i and I, as priest, 
repeated some rhyming m>aseose» like Tbomaaft Rbymer^spre* 
phecics I suppose." 
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convivial parties require smigs of such a de* 
scription as you have found it right to blame, 
vhile you thought it impossible wholly to 
omit them. I have heard sojigs of a useful 
tendency sung with applause on such occasions ; 
an instance of this I have mentioned iii a Note 
to a Song in my third volume, p. 304. The 
Author of MarmioD, in the Introduction to 
the Sixth Canto of that Poem, makes mention 
of his great-grandsire partaking in the festivities 
of Christmas in a very pleasing and religious 
manner: 

And that, my Christmas iliU I hold 

Where my great-jrrandsire came of old | 

With amber beard and flaiea bail', 

And rerereod apostolic air— 

The feast and holy-tide to &hare« 

And mix sobriety with wine. 

And honest mirth with thoughts divine.* 

Having made these remarks and quotations, 
I shall proceed to consider the Songs themselves. 
The first Song (p. 62.) beginning 

Mortals, learn your lives to measure 
Not by length of time, but pleasare; &c. 

is too mu(^h of the description mentioned 
before (p. 97, 98.) 

* It must be confessed that the Soldier's Song^ introdured by 
thesame writer in the Vlth Canto of his last Poem,THBLADT 
OP TRk La KB,' is not in onison with these sentiments. I cob- 
sider it as highly objectionable. 
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Dr. Dod(lri(lge*s motto was Dum viviraus 
vivamus, to which sentiment he gave the fol- 
lowing turn, which Dr. Johnson said was the 
noblest Epigram in the English language : 

*' Live #bilstynulive*\the Epicare willsnj', 
** And f^ive toplensare each reiurning day.'* 
*• Ll^e whilst yoq live," the pious Preacher cries, 
*^ Aud glvfi to God each moment ujs it flics.*' 
Lord, in my ways may both mwted he, . 
I live to pleasure when I live (o Tii £b. 

The author of the Book of the Wisdom of 
Solomon estimated life by a standard different 
from that in the Song under consideration: 
^* HcMiourableagc is not that which standeth in 
length of time, nor that is measured by number 
of years ; but Wisdom is the gray hair imto 
men, jmd an unspotted life is old^ age." 
(ch. iv. V. 9.) 

The second verse of this song begins with the 
same two lines and then proceeds : 

Soon your sprinfi^ mast have a falli 
Losing youth, is losing all. 

Solomon, in the Book of Ecclesiastes (xi. 8, 9.) 
addresses Youth upon the subject of life, and 
lie says, " If a man live many years, and 
rejoice in them all ; yet let him remember the 
days of darkness, for they shall be many. All 
that Cometh is vanity. Rejoice, O Young 
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Man, in thy youth ; and let thy heart cheer thee 
in the days of thy youth, and walk in the ways 
of thine heart, and in the sight of thine eyes." 
This ' is generally understood to have- been 
meant ironically, as if he had said, Indulge all 
the pleasures to which your corrupt aflfectipns 
or natural inclinations lead, for he adds : « but 
know thou," be assured of -this, " that for all 
these things God will bring thee into judgment." 

(see Orton's Exposition. Vol. v. p. 141 .) 
The next Song, Sir, by Dr. Dalton, a 

Doctor in Divinity, begins (p. 63.) 

Preach not me your musty rule*, 
Ye drones Ihoi mould to idle cell ; 

The heart tewltcr than the ichoob, • 
The lentei always rearwo well. 

Here, again, Sir, the Poet and the Divine ate 
at variance with scripture, there we are told, 
that " The heart is deceitful above all things, 
and desperately wicked : Who can know it J" 
(Jeremiah xvii. 9.) And if, by thesemesy we 
are to understand not reason, but the animal 
appetites, wliich I suppose is the meaning, 
then again the Poet is at variance with the 
- Apostle, who says " Walk in the spirit, and ye 
shall notfulfil the lustof the flesh. Forthe flesh 
lusteth against the spirit, and the spirit against 
the flesh : and these are contrary the oae to the 
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oiher: so that ye cannot do the things tfaatye 
would." (Gal. V. 17.) The song proceeds : 

If short my Ipan, I less can spare 
To pass a tiogle pleasure by. 

Which, if not literally felse, so long as pleasure 
does not interfere with duty, yet, as it stands 
here, is evidently part of a system reprobated 
by some of the foregoing observations. 

To this song you have annexed a Note: 
<* This and the' following short' piece are 
taken from the writer's alteration of Comus, 
by which he has certainly given more force to 
the voluptuous doctrine than Milton would have 
approved, yet has dfeplayed a fine taste and 
uncommon talents for compositions of this kind." 
After what you have said before upon the sub- 
ject of taste^ (see p. 16.) and upon Miltbn's 
<* lax morality" and " sophistical arguments," 
(p. 181, 184.) Ithink, Sir, you have here written 
your own condemnation of the song in question, 
and of the following one, by the same author, 
and from the same piece, beginning ^* By the 
gaily*ciTcIing glass". It (p. 64.) ends with 

Soon, too soon, the busy day 
Drives us from our sport and play. 
What have we with day to do ? 
Sons of care ! 't was made for yoa. 

Surely these ideas are inconsistent with the 

8 
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habits of one (however cheerful) who gives i» 
his daily duties the ^attention requisite, and who 
feels himself accountable to his Creator and 
Judge for the use which he makes of his time, 
as well as of aU other talents intrusted to his 
management ? 

The next Song, " Busy, curious, thirsty 
riy !" (P* 64.) is amongst the Drinking Songs 
in the. first volume of my Collection, with a 
third verse, which J found attached to it in 
some collection, and a fourth then first 
added. It deserves the praise you have 
bestowed upon it. 

The next, by Fawkes, in imitation of Ana- 
creon, " When I drain the rosy bowl," (p. 65.) 
contains the usual ingredients of an Anacreontic, 
the Nine, — Bacchus— Venus — &c. It casts a 
ridicule on " sober counsels", it reconunends 
the disgraceful jollity which leads to intoxication 
as the means of sweeping away our sorrows and 
getting rid of that time as a dull companion, 
which is one of our most valuable treasures ; and 
it represents the quaffing of the sparkling wine, 
with its accompaniments, as what sets the true 
value upon " life's rural scene, sweet, seques- 
terM, and serene." How ill applied are these 
epithets to any scene filled with the disgusting 
restlessness and noise of Bacchanalians, or with 
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the uncheering dulness of men, who, by presient 
or habitual sottishness, have stupified their 
senses ! And what a contrast is here to the true 
.and rational enjoyment of rural scenery! I 
cannot forbear in this place inserting a passage 
from Cowper's Table Talk on the corruption 
of poetry : 

In Ed«D, ere yet innocence of heart 
Had faded, poetry was not an art $ 
Language, abo?e aU teaching, or, if taogbty 
Only by gratitode and glowiog thought. 
Elegant as simplicity, and warm 
Ai ecstacy, uomanacled by form, 
Ifot prompted, as in oar degen'rate days. 
By low ambition and the thirst of praise» 
But mitaral as is the flowing stream. 
And yet niagoificent--a God tha theme I 

That theme on ^rth eabaustcd, though abov« 
^Tis found as everlasting as his love, 
Man lavished all his thoughts on hum<in things— - 
Tbe feats of heroes, and the wrath of flings ; 
But still, while virtue kindled bis delight, 
Tbe song was moral, and so fiar was right. 

'Twas thus till luiury seducM the iniud 
To joys less innocent, as less retin'd ; 
Then Genius danc'd a Bacchanal) he crown'd 
Tbe brimming goblet, seized the thyrsus, bound 
His brows with ivy, nuhM into the field 
Of wild imagination, and there reel'd» 
The victim of his own lascivious fires, 
And, dizzy with delight, profanM the sacred wires, 
Anacreon, Horace, play'd in Greece and Rome 
This Bedlam ^ art ; and others nearer home. 

Lines 5S4, kc 
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To this I will add, from The Mijrox Mik- 
gXBEL, By William Holhwayy an 

ANACREONTIC 

ON NBW PfilNCIPI^ES.* 



** I mid of Uaghter it is mad, and of mirth what doeth IL'* 

Eggues. iu S. 



Fill i\f9 ]ie«t&r-aparfcliqg bawl i 
Wake the raptures of the simiI i 
Dissipate foreboding feart; 
Banish all the train of Cares 1 
Spread, £Qphro8yne,.thefea6tl 
Welcome every jocund goest 1 
Music, yield Hiy sprightlieslstrato | 
Love, assume thy tenderest reign ; 
Beauty, arm'd with flames and 'darts f 
Rouse our passions, fire our hearts ! 

Come, my boon companions I. noir 
Twine your roses ronnd. my broir 1 
Join with me the sportive r'wgi 
Lightly djiace and cheerly siQg : 
Gaily chase the Meeting hours: 
Streff tf^ rugged i^tth with flowers j 
Tell roe, Yoath is best empUity'4, 
When coqvlvjaUy eQ>y*d : 



♦ However unpleasant the truth may be, we venture |o ss- 
sert, that the most enchanting of 'our Anacreontics have a teo- 
dency only to cherish Infidelity, and promote sentiments iaioiical 
to the principled of Christianity. 
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' Say, ^heDBse lit! snows shall fthrd 
Gently o*er ray tboiightless heed* 
You will ease the bosom's tbfoes. 
You will soothe me to repose i 
And, wheo those no more entice, 
Waft to joys of Paradise 1 

Bat what Paradise is thine ? 
Heedless votary of the vine I 
Mirth, and jest, and revelry. 
What the hope you profftr me ! 
Will it lead Life's steep adowa 
Softly to the shades unknown ? 
Will its promises be paid. 
When fiail Nature needs your aid t 
Do you fram the prospect sbnoky 
On Eternity's dread brink ? 
Treach'rous friends ! O, save me ! save I 
Will you quit meat the grave? 
Dearly I your co^HseU.roe I 
Wretched comforters, adieu 1 

The next Song, " Thi thirsty earth drinks up 
the rain," (p. 660 is " freely translated from. 
Anacreon, by Cowley. In this ^' the plant5-\ 
also are represented as ^^ sucking in the earth," 
the " sea" as " drinking twice ten thousand, 
rivers up", the ^^ sun" as ^^ drinking up the 
sea^" and " the moon and the stars" as " drink- . 
ing up the sun." This might, perhaps, be iu . 
some measure allowed as a figure of speech; ' 
but when the sun is represented ^s haying a . 
^^ drunken fiery face" and the poet affinaas that ; 

Nothing in nature "s sober found, , 

But an eternal health goes round. 

8 2 
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I conceive that he goes much beyond ^hat is 
admissible* 

Bishop Home, however^ will direct us to a 
different use of the works of Nature. In his 
admirable Sermon on ihe Garden of £den, he 
observes,, 

<^ When it is said, « The Lord God took the 
man, and put him into the Garden of £den, to 
jDRESS it, and to KBdgp it,'' the words undoubt- 
edly direct us to conceive of it, as a place for 
the exercise of the body. We readily ^oquiesce 
in this, as the truth, but not as the whole truth ; 
it being difficult to imagine, that so noble a 
creature, the lord ,o.f the world, should have no 
other or higher employment. Much more satis- 
faction wUl be found in supposing, that our first 
piu^ents, while thus employed, like the priests 
under the law, while they ministered in the 
temple,, were led to contemplations of a more 
ex^ed nature, " serving to the example and 
shadow of heavenly things." (Heb. viii. 5.) 
** The powers of the body and the feculties of 
the mind might be set to work at the same time, 
by the same objects. And it is well ki^own, 
that the words here iised, do as frequently de- 
nete mental as corporeal operations ; and under 
the ideas of dressing and keeping the sacred 
(Sarden, may feirly imply the cultivatioh 
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fuid oBSE^QVATioN of such rdigious irutlisas 
-were pomted out by the external signs and 
sacraments whicb Paradise contained." A^uiy 
speaking of inan in Paradise, he says, '' He 
studied ,the wusks of God, as tbey caioe fteA 
from the bands of the worknaiaster, and in die 
cr^eaiiop, as in a^lass, he was taught to behold 
tl^ glories of the Creato. Trained, in the 
school of Eden, by the material elements of a 
visible world, to the knowlege of one that is 
immaterial and invisible, he found himself 
excited by the beauty of the picture, to aspire 
after the transcendent excellence of the divine 
original," The saored writers have, accord- 
ingly, made use of the works of Nature as the 
material objects whereon to found moral and 
spiritual lessons, and many writers, in later 
times, following their example, have written 
books with this view. To make use of these, 
therefore, as authorities to sanction drunkenness^ 
a sin which God has expressly forbid and will 
undoubtedly punish, appears to me in the 
nature of blasphemy against the Creator. This, 
certainly, was less reprehensible in the heathen 
Anacreon, but in a Christian we expect purer 
doctrine ; and I cannot but w<mder that the late 
Bishop Hurd, in separatiog the good from the 
bad iu Cowley's writings, should have retained 
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what lie himself calls ^^ these mad Anacre- 
ontics." (Hurdts Cowlej/y Vol. I. p. 1470 

Amongst the Anacreons of our own country, 
Walter de Mapes,* Archdeacon of Oxford, 
and styled " The Anacreon of the eleventh 
century," wrote an ode, begmnbg, Mihi est 
propositum in Tabemd morij which I con- 
ceive to be as contrary io the spirit of Chris- 
tianity as any writing can well be. Yet it has 
found a translator, to give it fresh circulation in 
English, in Dr. Huddesford, in his Salmagundi. 
Strange to say, also, it met with a translator into 
Greek, in the late Frederick Wol%ang Reiz, 
Professor of Greek at Leipsic. 

The Song (p. 68.) beginning 



Wine, wiue io the morniog 
Makfs tts frolic aod gay. 



is another instance of the poet in contradicUoo 
to the Prophet. (See p. 192.) Isaiah, says, 
<« Woe unto them that rise up early in the mom* 
ing that they may foUow strong drink, that con- 
tinue until night, till wine injBame them ! And 
the harp and the viol, the tabret and pipe, and 
wine are in their feasts ; but they regard not the 



* 8m PorsuiU of Literatare, Dialogue I, p. 96. 14th 
Bdiiioo. 2808. 
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ifv^ork of the Lord, neither consider the opera- 
tion of hb hands." (V- 11, 12.) 

The last of these Convivial Songs (p. 69.) 
is an Anacreontic Glee, by a living author, con- 
sisting of Bacchus, Venus, " each light Grace, 
with zone unbound," Cupid, &c. 

I cannot forbear observing. Sir, '^that of the 
eight convivial songs given in your volume, only 
two of thera, the first and the seventh, appeared 
in your first publication. So that they cannot 
be viewed as the collection of a juvenile mind, 
in the hey-day of the blood, but as the deliberate 
selections of one in the cool evening of life. 
And yet there is only one of them, " Busy, 
curious, thirsty Fly," whiqh I consider as 
admissible. 

I am. Sir, 

With great respect, 
Your &c. 



However diflScult the task may be, I shall 
attempt a selection of Songs for tHe use of con- 
vivial parties. Some of them have been long 
and deservedly popular; there is nothing in 
them, I trust, contrary to sound morality, but 
each one may amuse and leave a good im- 
pression upon the mind. 
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I- 
MERRY AND WISE. 

Tume: Let Care be a Sitanger. 



1 

In temperance trainM, yet I shun not the board, 
Where Plenty and Freedom their blessingi 

afford ; 
The good things of earth we may freely enjoy, 
So we taste not of pleasure till pleasure shall cloy* 
In mirth and good-humour, I own, I delight. 
When mirth and good«humour are ordered 

aright 
Good friends and good«cheer in due season I 

prize, 
And my maxim is still — Be ye merry and wise. 

2 
Should indecency dare to speak out in a jest. 
Then mirth is degraded and wit is a pest ; 
Nor scruple I make to pronounce it more 

wrong 
When music and verse give it zest in a song. 
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Let wit, like the gold from the furnace be pure, 
Let verse give the song the chaste ear may- 
endure ; 
I love but that mirth whence no dangers arise, 
For my maxim is still— j?e^c merry and wise. 

3 
If our wine, or our ale, or whatever we quaff, 
Instead of promoting the full friendly laugh. 
Should tend to create either discord or broil, 
Andthe ends of society wantonly spoil, 
'Tis a waste of good things, *tis a waste of our 

time, 
'Tis a meeting unsanctioned by ^^ reason or 

rhyme'% 
So when strife begins, then I straightway arise. 
For my maxim is still — Be ye merry and wise. 

4 
Unless from the feitst I retire with clear head, 
And blameless next mom can arise from my bed. 
If my neighbour I love not with more cordial 

heart 
For the flow of good-humour uncheck'd till we 

part, 
I were better at home with my plain bread and 

cheese, 
Where my wife and my children endeavour to 

please, 
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W here all is good hamour, and no one denies 
'Tis the maxim erf" Wisdom — ^Be mbert 

AND WI8E. 

J. p. 



II. 

THE HONEST FELLOW. 

BY THE REV. C. BUCKLE. 

Tuns : Com Riggs are bonny* 



1 
Ye jovial sons of mirth and glee, 

Let's jocund be full well O ! 
Well pleas'd I look around to sec 

Each^one an honest fellow. 

2 
Of woe and heart-corrodrng care. 

Of pain and grief ne'er tell O ! 
In vain they seek for entrance here, 

To wound each honest fellow. 

3 
The miser, fond of useless store. 

Could he reflect but well O ! 
Would to the needy ope his door. 

And be an honest fellow. 
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The Lover, with an April face, 
His plaintive tale does tell O. 

For shame I with ardour press the chace, 
YouMl be a charmiii$: fellow. 

5 

The Courtier, proud ambition's slave, 
Knows where to fawn full well O ; 

How base the tricks of such a knave ! 
Beneath an honest fellow ! 

6 

The essenc'd Foji, how vain his air. 
This truth will find full well O I 

The man who wins the British fair, 
Must be an honest fellow. 

7 

With heart sincere and free from*"guiIe, 

He scorns a lie to tell O ! 
H is friend he welcomes with a smile, 

This is an honest fellow* 

8 

Pale envy, WTangling, strife forgot, 

Be mine one wish to tell O ! 
May joy and peace be still the lot 

Of every honest fellow. 

T 
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9 
Then charge each ghss and join my lay, 

The liquor's old and mellow, 
Each jog his friend and nodding say, 

Here's to thee, honest fellow. 



III. 
ARISTIPPUS.* 



1 
Let care be a stranger io each cheerfiil soul, 
Who can, like Aristippus, his passions controul; 
Of wisest Philosophers wisest was be. 
Who, attentive to ease, let his mind still be free. 
The Prince, Peer, or Peasant to him were the 

same. 
For, pleas'd, he was pleasing to all where he 

came; 
But still tuni'd his back on contention and strife, 
Resolving to live all the days of his life. 



» « To *< live all the days of our lives,** in a rational not a 
Bacchanalian sense, is most desirable; for our mortal eiistenre 
is a burden, and not a blessing, when the spring of the mind, as 
ivell as the sinews of the body, is hrolien down, and feeble 
dependence is conttraioed to lean on eiitraneous support." 

Jdn, WetVi Lettert to a Young Lady^ Fot, UL ji. 57L 
Sd EdU. 
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2 
A friend to mankind^ all mankind was hu» friend, 
And the peace of his mind was his ultimate end. 
He found fault with none, if none found fault 

with him, 
If his friend had a humour, he humour'd his 

whim. 
He thought 'twas unsocial to be malconteat, 
If the tide went with him, with the tide too he 

went, 
But still turn'd his back on contention and strife, 
Resolving to live all the days of his life. 

3 
Was the nation at war, he wish'd well to the 

sword. 
If a peace was concluded ,then peace was his word : 
Disquiet to him, or ofbo dy or mind. 
Was the Longitude only he never could find : 
The Philosophers* stone was but gravel and 

pain, 
And all who had sought it had all sought in 

vain. 
He stUl turn'd his back on contention and strife. 
Resolving to live all the days of his life. 

4 
Then let us all follow Aristippus's rules. 
And deem his opponents both asses and mules ; 
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Let those, not contented to lead or to drire, 
Like the bees of their sects be drove out of their 

hive: 
Expeird from the mansions of quiet and ease. 
They never will find the blest art how to please; 
While our friends and ourselves, not forgetting 

our wives, 
By these maxims may live all the days of our 

Jives. 



IV. 
LAUGH AND GROW FAT* 



To rival the miser who broods o'er his plum, 
Or to envy the great, I shall never presume. 



* The sentiments of this song mast of coarse be ooderBtood 
in f bat bappy mediuna, so difficult, bat so desirable to be ob- 
tained, between gloom and moroseoeas, on the one hand, and 
excessive laughter on the other. (See p. 196.) Something has 
been said on this subject before, p. 96. Writers upon The 
Passions and on Medicine mention the beneficial effects of mo* 
derate laughter. See Cogao oo the Passions, Pt. T. Cb. ii. 
An, Joy, &c. Dallas on Self-knowledge, Pt. III. Sect. iii. 
on Mirth. Eacyc. Brit. Art. Laughter, and Bucbaa*s Do- 
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Tho* wealth to mankind as a blessing was sent. 
With much or with little I'm always content ; 
Then, should I grow rich, I'll ne'er murmur 

at that, 
Or, if I grow poor, still I laugh and grow fat. 

2 

Tho' patriots and placemen each other abuse, 
*Tis nothing to me, I've no pension to lose, 
Tho' they levy new taxes, for me, I protest 
I will not complain whilst I fare like the rest j 
So, if Outs become Ins, I'll ne'er murmur at 

that, 
Or, if Ins become Outs^ still I'll laugh and 

grow fat. 

3 

Tho' love, I confess, is a part of my care. 
And Celia's " the fairest of all that are fair," 
Altho' I'm enamour'd, I'm not such an elf 
As to think of my mistress and not of myself; 



roestfc Medicine cb. xxxtl. on. The Jaundice. Laughter is 
mentiooed in Scripture in some degree as a Bletsing^ ** Blessed 
are ye that weep now, for ye shall laugh.*' (Luke vi. ^h) 
** Then was our mouth fiMed with laughter and our tongue with 
joy." (Psalm cxxvi. %) And, in that beantiful composition 
the si zty-flftb Psalm, laughter is «ven atiribnted to the iaftni* 
mate creation: " the valleys also shall stand so thick with corn 
that they shall laugh and sing/* ( V. 14.) See also my Pis- 
courses on the Siage^ Disc. III. p. 52, &c. 

t2 
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If she smiles, then, of course, FU ne'er murmur 

at that, 
Or if she should frown, stiU Til laugh and 

grow fat. 

4 
When I urge the soft plea, should she kindly 

incline 
To crown my fond wish, and consent to be 

mine, 
Vd seize the blest moments, and make her my 

wife, 
In hope of contentment and pleasure for life ; 
Tho' cares shoukl ensue, I'll ne'er murmur at 

that. 
But all my life long will I laugh and grow fiit. 



V. 
FRIENDSHIP AND LOVE. 

FROM THE OPERA. OF FONTAINBLEAU. 
BY o'kEEFE. 

1 

Tho' Fame sound the trumpet and cry " To 
the war," 
Tho' Glory re-echo the strain ; 
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The full tide of honour may flow from the scar, 
And heroes may smile on their pain ; 

The treasures of Autumn tho* Bacchus display, 
And stagger about with his bowl, 

On science tho' Sol beam the lustre of day, 
And Wisdom give light to the soul : 

2 
Tho' India unfold her rich gems to the view, 

Each virtue, each joy to improve, 
Oh ! give methe Friend, whom I know to betrue. 

And the Fair, whom I tenderly love : 
What's Glori/y but Pride? a vain bubble is 
FamCy • 

And riot the pleasure of wine; 
What's riches^ but trouble ? and title^s a name^ 

But Friendship and Love are Divine. 



THE SENTIMENTALIST. 

BY COLLINS. 



1 

Now we're launch'd on the world 
With our sails all unfurl'd, 
'Fore the wind down the tide proudly posting, 
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May the voyage of Life, 
Free from tempest and strife, 
Prove as calm as a smooth ^ater coasting. 
But should some sudden squall, incidental to all 

Rouse up reason to reef ev'ry sail, boys, 
Be your's and my lot to have such a pilot 
When passion increases the gale, boys. 

2 
For to what point soe'er 
Of the. compass we steer. 
While the helm still obeys her direction, 
'Tis as sure as the light 
That the joys of the night 
Will ne'er shrink from the morning's reflection. 
And when rest or refreshment succeeds work 
or play. 
That enjoyment from each it may stiU flow. 
May true Friendship's hand lead us on by the 
way. 
And true Love share the rest of our pillow. 

3 

But, blow high, or blow low. 

Let it rain, freeze, or snow, 
And clay-cold and wet should our birth be. 

The lamb newly shorn 

Shews the blast may be borne, 
Should our station on sea or on earth be : 
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And, as poor Robia Red-breast will clibrp on 
the spray, 
Almost stripp'd by the frost of each feather, 
May a Conscience as clear as the sun at noon 
day 
Keep us warm in the coldest of weather. 



VII. 
MIRTH. 

A Glee for four voices : by Paxton* 

WRITTEN BY DR. SCOTT. 

Come, oh come, delightful guest ! 

Child of tranquil ease and pleasure ; 
Ever blessing, ever blest. 

Here diffuse thy choicest treasure. 
Come, sweet Mirth, and bring with thee, 
Sportive Song and merry glee ; 
But ah, sweet maid, all playful tricks remove, 

Let no offensive sounds invade the ear, 
But such as bashful Beauty may approve, 

And Modesty, without a blush, can hear. 
Then this blooming radiant throng. 

Shall applaud thy festive measures ; 
Darting joyous smiles along. 

Giving and receiving pleasures : 
What sweet raptures fire the mind 
When beauty's charms, and music are combin'd ! 



" ^ * 
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VIII. 

THE SHORTNESS OF LIFE. 

ALTERED FROM A DUET. 
1 

Could a Man be secure 
That his life would endure, 

As of old for a thousand long year. 
What arts might he know,. 
What acts might he do, 

And all without hurry or care. 

2 

But, as we have but span-long lives, 

The i^re we'll call each hour a treasure ; 
And, since Time will not stay, 
We'll seize upon the present day, 
And with good deeds will fill the measure. 



IX. 
A DEHORTATION FROM DRINKING. 

BY A LATE EMINENT PHYSICIAN. 
From the London Magazine for September 1746. 

1 

Pass by a tavern door^ my son^ 

This sacred truth write on thy heart : 

'Tis easier company to shun. 
Than at a pint it is to part. 
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2 

For one pint draws another 2/1, 

And that pint lights a pipe; 
And thus, in th' worn, they tap the <fay, 

And drink it out e'er night, 

3 

Not dreaming of a sudden bounce, 
From vinous sulphurs stor^ within; 

Which blows a drunkard up at once, 
When tlie fire takes lifers magazine. 

4 
An apoplexy kills as sure 

As cannon ball ; and oft as soon ; 
And will no more yield to a cure. 

Than murdering chain-shot from a gun. 

5 

Wliy should men dread a cannon bore. 

Yet boldly face a pottle pot^ 
That may fall short, shoot wide, or o'er, 

But drinhing is the surer shot* 

6 
How many fools about this town, 

Do quaff and laugh away their time 9 
And nightly knock each other down. 

With Claret dubs of no-grape wine I 
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7 
Until a dart from Death's full quiver^ 

As Solomon describeth right, 
Does shoot his Tartar thro' the liver^ 

Then (bonos nocios) sot, good night, 
8 
Good wine will kill, as well as bad^ 

When drunk beyond our nature's bounds ; 
Then wine gites life a mortal stab. 

And leaves her weltering in her wounds. 



Such were the rules old Baynard gave 
To one with whom he could be free; 

Better you'll from no doctor have, 
Besides — ^they come without a fee. 



ANTI-ANACREONTIC. 

X. 

Say ! what are the pleasures which Wine can 

impart? 
Can it pluck out the Arrows of Scorn from the 

heart? 
Erase froox the bosom the Image of Care ? 
Or furnish a balm for the Soul of Despair? 
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Ah no! 'tis a foul, 'tis a dangerous cheat, 
Which offers to view in the glass of deceit 
Oblivion" ef sorrow — ^but, cruel, <:onceals 
Those ages of misery the futiire reveals. 
'Tis a Creditor, who, for a moiil^at's delay, 
Scores double the dreadful reckoning to pay ; 
Till the Debtor, poor fool ! luU'd to fatal repose, 
Is awakM to a dungeon and lifc*'lasting woes ! 



XI. 
THE DRINKIN', O. 

A Sang for the hadie*. 

BY JAMES HOGO. 
Tunti BunhariovCi Drumu 



1 

O w AE to the wearifu' drinkin', O ! 
That foe to reflection an' thinkin', O ! 

Our charms are gi'en in vain! 

Social conversation's gane ! 
For the rattlin' o' guns an' the drinkin', O. 

2 
O why will you ply at the drinkin', O ? 
Which to weakness will soon lead youlinkin', O ; 
These eyes that shine sae bright 
Soon will be a weary sight, 
When ye're a' sittin' noddin' an' winkin'^ O ! 
u 
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3 

For ever may we grieve for the drinkin', O ! 
The respect that is due daily sinking O! 

Our presence sair abused, 

Au' our compauy refusM, 
An' its a' for the wearifu' drinking O I 

4 
O drive us not away wi' your drinking O ! 
We like your presence mair than ye're thinkin*, 
O! 

We'll gie ye another sang, 
. An' ye're no to think it lang, 
For the sake o' your wearifu* drinkin', O !* 

5 

Sweet delicacy, turn to us blinkin', O ! 

For by day the guns and swords still are clinkin', 

O! 

An' at night the flowin' bowl 

Bothers ilka manly soul. 

Then there's naething but beblin' an' drinking 
O! 

6 
Gentle Peace, come an' wean them frae drinkin', 

O! 
And bring love alang wi' you winkin', O ! 
Gar him thraw at ilka man, 
An' wound as deep's he can. 
Or we're ruin'd by the wearifu' drinkin', O ! 
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XII. 
WRITTEN FOR A CONVIVIAL SOCIETY, 

WHOSfi MOTTO WAS 

«« FRIENDSHIP, LOVE, and TRUTH." 

BY JAMES MONTBOHERY. 

1 

When " Friendship, Love, and Truth" abound 

Among a band of Brothers, 
The cup of joy goes gaily round, 

Each shares the bliss of others : 
Sweet roses grace the thorny way 

Along this vale of son(*ow ; 
The flowers that shed their leaves to*day 

Shall bloom again to-morrow : 
How grand in age, * how fair in youth, 
Are holy " Friendship, Love, andTRUTU !" 

2 
On Halcyon wings our moments pass. 

Life's cruel cares beguiling; 
Old Time lays down his scjrthe and glass. 

In gay good humour smiling : 
With ermine beard and forelock grey, 

His reverend front adorning, 
He looks like Winter tum'd to May, 

Night soften'd into morning! 
How grand in age, how fair in youth. 
Are holy " Friendship, Love, and Truth I'* 



■ . '■pi 
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3 

From these deligMful fountains flow 

Ambrosial rills of pleasure: — ' 
Can man desire, can Heaven bestow, 

A more lesplendent treasure ? 
Adorn'd with gems so richly bright, 

We'll form a Constellation, 
Where every Star, with modest light, 

Shall gild his proper station. 
How grand in age, how fair in youth, 
Are holy " Friendship, Love, andTauTH r 
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Sept. 12, 1810. 
SIR^ 

JuoYE maybe considered an uniTersal passion: 
and perhaps it is that, concerning the due re- 
gulation of which, so far as relates to the 
sexes, mankind have run into the greatest 
errors. As in all cases, where man is liable to 
err, it is useful frequently to have recourse to 
first principles, so on no subject can it be more 
necessary than upon this. When man was 
created and endowed with a nature more perfect 
than that which we now possess, and with the 
whole creation subject to him for his use, his 
instruction and his amusement, God expressly 
declared that ^^ it was not good that the man 
should be alone,'' and that he would ^^ make 
him an help meet for him"; (Genesis II. 18.) 
he therefore made woman, and declared that 
they should " be one", and that for her sake 
man should, whenever he entered into an union 
with her, " leave his father and his mother, 
u 2 
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and cleave unto his wife" : (v. 24. see also 
Matt. xix. . 4, 3.) and accordingly, in after 
times, we find the ordinances of God directed 
to keep this union inviolable, and to preserve 
and direct it to its proper ends. This being 
the state, then, for which the Creator originally 
intended, man, and which is therefore the best 
and the happiest which he can enjoy in this 
world,* it is that, to which he, or those whose 
busitiess it is to protect and instruct him in his 
early years, should look forward as a matter of 
course; they should promote his attainment of 
it, and regulate his ideas concerning it. I 
conceive, therefore, that it is the du^y of parents 
to consider, that, when their children arrive at a 
certain age, they will wish, and it will be 
proper for them, to enter into the marriage state, 
and that it is the business of those who have 
been the authors of their existence in this world, 
to provide for them accordingly, or to put them 



* Believe me maa, there is no greater blisse. 

Than is the qniet joy of \ow\ng wife; 
Which who-so wants, balfe of bimselfe d»tb mine. 
Friend without change, play-fellow without strifet 

Food without falnesse, counsell without pride. 
It this sweet doubling of our single life. 

3ir Philip Sidney's Jbcadia. Lib, 9. folio 1656. p, 401* 
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ill a way of providing for themselves. The 
child of the peasant, when he has arrived at bis 
strength, and is able to earn his weekly wages 
by his labour, has a provision wherecm he may 
marry; and here I ccmceive, that, according to 
the present manners and opinions of the world, 
the poor man has a decided and important 
advantage over the rich man, both as it affects 
his happiness in this world, and in some measure 
his everlasting happiness in another. A young 
man in the higher ranks of life frequently finds 
many and great impediments to an early mar- 
riage, I mean to marriage at that time when 
nature and reason would direct him to chuse a 
partner for life. How frequently do we see 
parents with ample fortunes reserving it, rather 
than giving a part to establish their children in 
life; and, where they have no fortune, not 
taking any measures to put them into a way of 
prooiring a maintenance for themselves; and, 
even where the children would do this, and be 
contented in a humble walk in life, the parents, 
either from an undue estimate of life, or from 
pride, dissuading them, and even preventing 
their following their rational inclinations. Half 
the wants in society are not respecting those 
things which really contribute to a person's 
happiness, but perhaps the contrary; and are 
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merely artificial cravings to keep up an appear^ 
ance and satisfy the world around him.* 

I conceive it, therefore, Sir, to be the duty 
of the moralist to do his utmost to maintain in 
the world proper ideas of woman, of marriage, 
of love, and of connubial happiness, and that 
every thing which at all tends to give persons im- 
proper ideas upon these subjects and to diminish 
their respect for them, is an offence in society 
and against the will and laws of the Creator. 
From several of your writings. Sir, I suppose 
these to be nearly your own sentiments, like^ 
wise : and I shall do in.this case, as I have done 
in the former instances ; first state your opinions, 
as I find them expressed in your more serious 
and more valuable works, and then consider 
how far the sentiments contained in the songs in 
this class are likely to second or to militate 
against your principles. 

In one of your earliest publications, Mis- 
cellaneous Pieces in Prose, by J. and 
A. L. AiKiN. 1773. In the Critique On The 
Heroic Poem of Gondibert, speaking of the 
armies of the Prince and the Duke, you say, 



* There are some very good remarks opoo this sabject ia 
Iii6RAM*s Disquisitions on Population in answer to Ma« 
Malthus*! Essttj^ 9n P4>puUition, p. 74^79. 
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^* That of Gondibert was composed of hardy 
youth whom he had selected from his fether's 
camp, and educated in martial discipline under 
his own inspection. Temperance, chastity, 
vij^ilance, humanity, and all the high virtues of 
chivalry remarkably distinguish these 'young 
soldiers from those of later times. Beauty, in^ 
deed, commanded no less regard amongst them 
than in a modern camp ; but it was an object of 
* passion, and not of appetite ; and was the pow* 
erful engine in their education, which inspired 
them with noble and exalted sentiments." 
(P. 162.) You afterwards say of Love, " the 
influence of this passion in its purest and most 
exalted state, during the course of education, is 
a subject that might, perhaps, shine as much in 
the hands of a moralist as of a poet." (P^ 164.) 
In the first volume of your Letters to your 
Son, there is one On the choice of a Wife. 
(L. xxix.) You begin it with saying, " There is 
no species of advice which seems to come with 
more peculiar propriety from parents to chil- 
dren, than that which respects the marriage 
stat« ; for it is a matter in which the first must 
have acquired some experience, and the last 
cannot." (P. 330.) You speak of " the ne* 
gleet with which admonitions on this head ate 
treated," as being " not unfrequently owing to 
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the manner in which they are given, which i« 
often too general, too formal, and with too little 
accommodation to the feelings of young per* 
SODS." (Do.) '' The difference of opinioii 
between sons and fathers in the matrinMmial 
choice may be stated in a single position — that 
the former have in their minds the first month of 
marriage, the latter, the whole of its duration." 
(P. 331.) ^^ I need say little as to the share that 
personal charms ought to have infixing a choice 
of this kind. While I readily admit, that it is 
desirable, that the object on which the eyes are 
most frequently to dwell for a whole life, should 
be an agreeable one ; you will probably as fiedy 
acknowledge, that more than this is of too fim- 
ciful and fugitive a nature to come into the com> 
putation of permanent enjoyment." (P. ■332.) 
You state that ^' the two main points on which 
the happiness to be expected from a feraak 
associate in this life must depend" — are, '^ her 
qualifications as a companion^ and as a helper:*' 
(Do.) You represent a wife as " the domestic 
companion of the voyage of life — the intimate 
of all hours — ^the partaker of all fortunes— the 
sharer in pain and pleasure — ^the mother and 
instructress of your offspring." And say, ^^ Are 
you not struck with a sense of the infinite con- 
sequence it must be of to you, what are the 
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qualities of the heart and understanding of one 
who stands in this relation; and of the com« 
paiatiye insignificance of external charms and 
ornamental accomplishments?" (P. 333.)-^ 
^^ tastes, manners, and opinions, being things 
not original, but acquired, cannot be of so much 
consequence as the fundamental properties of 
good sense and good temper." (P. 334.) — To 
these I should add a«trong religious principle.— 
When '* a kind of thoughtless good nature" — 
'^ appears with the attractions of youth and 
beauty, there is some danger lest even men of 
sense should overlook the defects of a shallow 
capacity, especially if they have entertained 
the Coo onmnon notion, that women are no better 
than playthings, designed rather for the amuse* 
ment of their lords and masters, than for the 
mcHre serious purposes (rf life." (P. 335.)-^ 
*' The original purpose for which this sex was 
created, is said, yon know, to have been, pro- 
viding pnan with a hefp^mate ; yet it is, perhaps, 
that notion of a wife which least occupies the 
imagination ' in the season of courtship." 
(P. 837.) — <^ Romantic ideas of domestic feli- 
city will infaUibly in time give way to that true 
state of things, which will show that a large 
part of it must arise from well ordered affairs, 
and an accumulation of petty comforts and con- 
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veniencies. A clean and quiet fire-side, regu- 
lar and agreeable meals, decent apparel, a house 
managed with order and economy, ready for 
the reception of a friend or th^ accommodation 
of a stranger, a skilful as well as affectionate 
nurse in time of 'sickness — all these compose a 
very considerable'^part of what the nuptkl state 
was intended to afford us ; and without tbaoi, 
no charms of person or understanding will long 
omitinue to bestow delight," (Do.) — ^^ I confess 
myself decidedly of the opinion of those who 
would rather form the two sexes to a resembkuice 
of character, than contrast them. Virtue, wis- 
dom, presence of mind, patience, yigour, capa- 
city, application, are not sextwl qualities ; they 
belong to mankind — to all who hare duti» to 
perform and evils to endure." (P. 340.) "Hav- 
ing thus endeavoured to give you just ideas of 
the principal requisites in- a wife, especially in 
a wife for one in your condition, I have done all 
that lies within the compass of an adviser. 
From the influence of passion I cannot guard 
you : I can only deprecate its power. It may 
be more to the purpose to dissuade you from 
hast}/ engagements^ because in making them, a 
person of any resolution is not to be regarded as 
merely passive. Though the head has lost its 
rule over the heart, it may retain its conunaud 
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of the hand* And surely if we are to pause 
before any action, it should be before one on 
ivhich ^^ all the. colour of remainii^ life" de- 
pends. Your reason must be convinced, that 
to form a solid judgment of so many qualities 
as are requisite in the conjugal union, is no 
affair of days and weeks, of casual visits or 
public exhibitions. Study your object at 
home — see her tried in her proper department. 
Let the progress be, liking, approving, loving, 
and lastly, declaring ; and may you, after the 
experience of as many years as I have had, be 
as happUy convinced, that a choice so formed 
is not likely to deceive ! " P. 34 1 . 

In the second volume of your Letters to your 
Son, in the Letter (xv) On the advantages of a 
taste for poetry, you say, " The enemies of 
poetry have brought a more serious charge 
against it, from the topics in which it is con* 
versant, many of which are calculated to inflame 
the passions and vitiate the morals. Passion, it 
must be allowed, is one of the grand and inte- 
resting displays of nature on which poets have 
ever delighted to exercise jtheir descriptive 
powers ; but they have for the most part painted 
it in such colours as to render its excesses an 
object of horror rather than of admiraticm. 
VVith respect to one, however, that of love, I 

X 
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confess they have in general been too indulgeiit. 
Poetry may ivith still more propriety than music 
be termed " the food of love;" and whatever 
censure it may deserve on that account, it must 
be content to bear. Poems, as well as novels, it 
is true, are filled with the baneful consequences 
of this passion, which may be taken for a 
warning, if the reader be so disposed. But it is 
commonly so allied with heroism in one sex, and 
sentiment in the other, that its errors are excused, 
if not applauded." P. 273. 

Mrs. Barbauld, in her Thoughts on the De- 
votional Taste, says, ** It will not be amiss to 
mention here, a reproach which has been cast 
upon devotional writers, that they are apt to nm 
into the language of love. Perhaps the charge 
would be full as just, had they said that Love 
borrows the language of Devotion; for the 
votaries of that passion ar^fond of using those 
exaggerated expressions, which can suit nothing 
Mow divinity ; and you can hardly address the 
greatest of all Beings in a strain of more pro- 
found adoration than the lover uses to the object 
of his attachment." P. 23. 

In your Letters on Poetry, addressed to a 
Young Lady, (L. L p. 3.) you say, <* There 
is one particular topic, however, concerning 
wliich I feel a degree of hesitation. Poetry 
h^s in all ages and countries Jjeen the servant 
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and interpreter of love : from that passion it bas 
received some of its most rapturous inspiration, 
and to its interests has devoted its choicest pow- 
ers. The strains of love are not only occasion- 
ally met with in the works of the poets : they are 
the animating soul of many, and are intimately 
blended with almost all." And afterwards; 
^^ it is probable that the refinement and elevation 
of sentiment fostered by d, taste for poetry may 
prove a protection from that light and vnlgar 
passion which enters merely at the eyes, and is 
too sensual to be disgusted with coarseneis. and 
stupidity. Since, then, it it impossible to sepa- 
rate love from poetry, I shall not fear to recom- 
m^id it to your notice in its purest, naost tender, 
and fanciftil form." P. 4. 

In Letter II. speaking of Pope, you say 
(p. 13.) " The two " Choruses for the Tragedy 
of Brutus" which follow were intended to be set 
to music. They are probably too replete with 
thought for this purpose ; but this is no objection 
to them, considered as poems to be read. They 
are vfery elegant pieces; and the touching 
picture of connubial love in the second of them 
deserves great praise as a moral painting." 
Part of this is given in my third volume with 
some trifling alterations, p. S25. 

Letter iv. p. 31. speaking of Waller, you 



say, ** I am apprehensive, however, that his 
gnHantries may seem to you somewhat fan> 
fetched, and his compliments over^strained, and 
that, for your part, you would prefer tenderness 
to deification. Love, in tts highest tone, is, 
indeed, favourable to poetry, which scorns Uie 
limits of truth and nature, and in every tbii^ 
affects hyperbole. But in such cases, the fancy 
is gratified at the expense of the feeling, and 
fiction occupies the place (rf reality. There are 
three topics which poets (and often the s^mie 
poets) treat in a similar manner ; devotion, love, 
and loyalty : or rather, they apply to the two 
latter, expressions and sentiments borrowed 
from the former. Thus Waller, speaking of 
his Saccharissa; 

Scarce cnn I to Heaveo excuse 
The devotion which I oae 
Uoto that adored daiBe, 
For 'tis not unlike the same 
Which I thither ought to send." 

Letter vii. p. 82. Speaking of Pope's Epistle 
of Eloisa to Abelard, as I have before noticed 
(p. 18.) you say that, it "is faulty in giving too 
forcible an expression to sentiments inconsistent 
with female purity".* 



« The British Critic for April 180$. Vol. zzt. p. 411. 
tpeakiog of Dr. A.*8 Letters on Poetry, and what he has said oa 
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I have also, (p. 43.) noticed your reference 
to the beautiful picture of connubial love in 
Hammond's jLhirteenth Elegy. 

Letter ix. p. 121, Speaking of the Comus of 
MUtonj^ you say *^ As a recompense for the 
humiliation you may have felt on viewing the 
fejnale Character as pouirtrayed b^ Pope and 
Swift, you may justly pride yourself on the 
lustre thrown around it in its virgb purity, by 
this superior genius." — " No one can peruse 
this piece without being sensible of an elevation 
of soul which, for a time, lifts it above the 
allurements of sensuality, and sanctifies all its 
emotions." P. 122. 

Letter xvtt. p. 233. On Cowley, you say 
'' The set of poems connected by the title of 
** The Mistress," though termed " love verses," 
have as little real love in them as if they were 
written on a system of logic. They are, in fact^ ^ 
exercises of wit upon certain given topics, whfirili 
might have been composed by an academij^ or 
monk' in a cloyster, who had never kfliown the 
fair sex but from books. They are not proper 
to be Resented to a young lady in the mass". 

Letter xviii. p. 258. You say " The poems 



this poem, says that he has ** too. far palltaled the immoraKtjr 
of a most scdoctife poem". 
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of Lord Lyttelton may be lecommended to 
you, as certain to afford some pleasure^ and free 
from every thing that can oflfend." — " He ap- 
pears to have felt the tender passion with equal 
ardour and piirity, and to have frilfiOed every 
duty both of a lover and a husband." — " I 
must, however, enter a protest against the fol- 
lowing maxim : 

One onty care yoar i^entle breasts shoold move, 
Th* inportant butioess of your life b low. 

Unless love be here used in the extended sense of 
all the charities of life, all that is endearing and 
attaching in human society, I should say that he 
degrades the female character by his limi- 
tation." P. 260. 

In concluding these quotations, I must not 
neglect to recall your attention to your praise of 
Shenstone's Pastoral Ballad in four Parts, where 
you say that it ^^ has given much pleasure to all 
who were capable of entering into the delicacies 
of the soft passion in its purest form." (Essay 
on Song-writing. P. xxviii. and p. 5. of this 
Volume.) 

To proceed, tnen. Sir, to the consideration of 
the Songs themselves. 

The first (p. 70.) is Ambrose Phillips' trans- 
lation from Sappho, ^^ Blest as th' immortal 
Gods is he," to which I object, both as it is 
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heathen J and as it compares the happiness of a 
mere mortal lover to that of immortals. And 
the conclusion introduces death with levity, as 
the effect of love. (See before 53.) I shall not 
make any farther objection against the Song, but 
I certainly should not have thought it, merely 
for the sake of a smooth versification, deserving 
a place in a Collection. 

Much the same may be said of the next, 
Cp.71.) 

** Thy fatal shafts noerring move, 
I bow before th^ altar, LoTe ;" 

The bowing before the altar of love is idolatry, 
Cowper, in liis Poem on Charity, acknow- 
ledges how wrong it is to worship or give divine 
praise to any object below the Deity himself: 

Oh, could I worship aagbt beneath the skies 

That earth hath seen, or fancy can devise. 

Thine altar, sacred liberty, should stand. 

Built, by no mercenary vulgar band, 

W ith fragrant turf, and flo w 'rs as wild and foi r 

As ever dress'd a bank, or scented summer air I 

Duly, as ever on the mouutain's height 

The peep of morning shed a dawning light, 

Again, when evening in her sober vest 

Drew the gray curtain of the fading west. 

My soul should yield thee willing thanks and praise 

For the chief blessings of my fairest days : 

But that were sacrilege— praise is not thine. 

But his who gave thee, and preserves thee mine. 

L.S54. 

Yet even in this passage, the writer appears to 
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me to go too tax. He seems to acknowledge the 
willingness of his soul to render thanks and praise 
to Liberty, bat for the prohibition; and the 
describing the altar and mode of worship, bodi 
in these and the following lines, with so much 
minuteness, is dwelling upon the subject, and 
that with so much delight, as looks like a 
proneness to it, which I should be sorry to 
encourage in my own mind. 

I find another Poet going, as I conceive, a 
step beyond Cowper : 

Build me a shrine, and I conld kneel 
X To Rural Gods, or prostrate fall i 
Did I not see, did I ootfeel, 

That one Great Spirit goveros alU 
O heaven permit that I may lie 

Where o'er my corse green branches wave; 
And those who from life's tumult fly 

With kindred feelings press my graTe. 
Wild Flowbrs bt Robert Bloomfield, p. 9L 

In the last verse of this song, 

CondemoM to nurse eternal care. 
And ever drop the silent tear, 

seems to savour (^fatalism. 

In "Ah! the shepherd's mournful fate!" 
(p. 72.) the Lover's' mistress has a farm so 
heavenly fair, and he determines to pursue her 
with hope till death, and 

Then, when my tedious hours are past. 
Be this last blessing given. 
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- Law at thy feet to breathe my lait, 
AimI die in sight of beaveo. 

The calling his mistress hecmen I consider as 
profane. 

In " Go, tell Amynta", (p. 74.) we have 
" the Gods ordam'd" ! 

In " Yes, fairest proof of beauty's power,*' 
(p. 76.) the lady is called "dear idol'*, and 
the lover says, 

That nothing may disturb thy life, 
Costent I taailen to the dead. 

In the song which begins with " On every 
hill, in every grove," (p. 76.) the lady, who 
cannot find Damon, says " All nature does my 
loss deplore." 

The Lover, in " Why, Delia, ever while I 
gaze", (p. 78.) says, 

When drooping oo the bed of pain, ^ 

I look*d 00 ev'ry hope as Yain{ 

"When pitying friends stood weeping by* 

And death's pale shade seemM hovering nigh, 

Ho terror could my flame remove. 

Or steal a thought from her I lore. 

This does not appear to me to be a proper 
picture of a death-bed, where the dying man 
has certainly a more natural and serious occu* 
pation for the chief of his thoughts, though the 
love of one whom he had hoped to make the 
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chaste partner of his lite may be allowed a 
share in (hem. 

In " While from my looks, fair nymph, you 
guess", (p. 79.) the nymph is styled a pro* 
phetess. 

We have next (p. 80.) the celebrated Song 
by Lord. Lyttelton, '^ The heavy hours are 
almost past That part my love and me". 
The first four verses of this are certainly very 
beautiful. In the sixth Venus is introduced as 
an agent in controuling human affairs, and a 
prayer is made to her : 

All I of Venus ask is this, 

No more to let us joio : 
Bat grant me here the fla ttMog bibs. 

To die and think yoa mine. 

The pious author of the ^^ Observations on the 
Conversion and Apostleship of St. Paul" 
appears somewhat inconsistent Tvith himself, 
ivhen he places a heathen deity in thk conspi- 
cuous light, and makes the su&ject of his Song 
supplicate her as if she had " the power that 
belongeth unto God". (Psahn Ixii. 11.) 

The next Song (p. 81.) is by Prior, 

If wine and music have the power 

To ease the sickness of the soul, 
Let Phcebus erery string explore. 

And Bacchus fill the sprightly bowU 

That music was given us to cheer and delight, 
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as well as to assist us in praising our Great 
Creator, is very true : but we are not indebted 
to Phoebus for it. And that wine was given to 
*^ make gkdthe heart of man", (Psalm civ. 13.) 
I am also ready to acknowledge ; but, neither, 
are we indebted to Bacchus for that. — The 
Poet concludes with a prayer to Venus : 

Kind goddess, to no other powers 
Let as to-morrow's blessings own ; 

The darling Loves shall guide the hoars. 
And all the day be thine alone. 

Surely, Sir, he who considers the One true 
God, as ^* the giver of all good" and prays to 
him for his *^ daily bread", that is, as we ex- 
plain it in the Church Catechism, '' all things 
that be needful both for our souls and bodies", 
could never write or consider this with com- 
placency. And, though the writing, the pub- 
lishing, and the praising of such compositions, 
cannot literally constitute a " priest of Bacchus" 
(see E^say. p. xxx and xlviii. and p. 189. of 
tliis Volume.) or of Venus, yet they form 
(in effect) a pretty strong resemblance to the 
administering at the altars of those imaginary 
and disgraceful divinities. 

In, " When Delia on the plain appears", by 
Lord Lyttelton, (p. 84.) he says, v. 3. 

If she some other swain commend, 
Tho' I was once his fondest friend, 
Hit io«taot eoeip^ I prove— 
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The holding some other swain as his enern^, 
because she commends him, I conceive to be 
un-christian. The same objection I should 
make to the expression, ^' I hate the maid that 
gives me pain", in the song beginning, ^' Ah ! 
why must words my flame reveal?" (p. 85.) 
The description in this song is beautiful, but 1 
see no useful lesson to be learnt from it. 

I feel reluctance at being obliged to find any 
fault with tlie next, (p. 87.) " Come here, fond 
youth, whoe'er thou be" ! But there appears 
to me to be a strain of extravagance run through 
it quite inconsistent with the passages I have 
quoted in a former part of this letter, and espe- 
cially that from Mrs. Barbauld's Thouglits on the 
Devotional Tast€y p. 230. The poet says 
that to love is **'To live upon a smile for years, 
To lie whole ages at a beauty's feet", — " to 
kneel," to adore — ^to hope ** Tho' heaven and 
earth thy passion crost". In verse 5 ground- 
less jealousy is made necessary to prove love. 

In the last verse of " You tell me that you 
truly love," (p. 89.) the poet says, 

And tell me, at her low or bate. 
Would death yourooly refuge prove ? 

Ah ! if in anght ysm hnMate, 
Coirard ! you dareoot say yon love. 

This is making too light of death, and too much 
of love ; or, if the words point to a death pur- 
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posely inflicted by suicide, thej are more 
tiighly reprebaisible. 

In " Hard is the firfe <rf him vho loves'% 
(p. 90.) by Thomson^ there is an address to the 
<< gentle spirits €( the vale'* to <^ vaft a gale", 
and to ^^ tell her" ; the soul (rf* the beloved object 
is called spotless ; and the lover says of his love 
to his mistress, that ^' Not her own guardian 
aagd eyes" — " his care" — ^' with chaster tea- 
derness" : this is surely saying too much. 

The Song beginning ^< The tears I shed must 
ever fall", (p. 92.) I inserted in the second 
volume of my Collection: but it is, perhaps, 
the picture of a mind giving way too much to 
despair.. 

The Song beginnmg ^* If ever thou didst joy 
to bind", (p. 04.) is a prayer to Cupid, the Son 
of Venus. There is mention made, likewise, 
of " the leaves of Fate", and the lover says 
*^ ril absolve the fates". But his last request to 
Gupid is rather singular, he prays that if his 
" aid be vain", he will " grant^' that he may 
*' love on, when every gleam of hope is gone", 
and that he will " never grant a cure." There 
is a passage. Sir,. in your Letters on Poetry 
(L. vi. p. 67.) to the sentiments of which I so 
fully agree, and which appears to me to cast so 
just a censure on Songs like the present, and 

Y 
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many others ia yoar Selection^ tkat I canoot 
forbear quoting it on this occasion. Speaking 
of Swift and his Poems to Stella, 70a say, 
^^ His ^posure of her ddfects, too, may seem 
much too free for a lover, or eren a husband; 
and it is easy to conceive that Stella's temper 
was fully tried in the connection. Yet a woman 
might be proud of the serious approbation rf 
such a man, which he expresses in language 
evidently coming from the heart. They are, 
indeed, 

Witboat one word of Cupid*s darts, 
or killing eyes and bleeding hearts $ 

but they contain topics of praise which outUre 
the short season of youth and beauty. How 
much superior to- frivolous gallantry is the 
applause testified in lines like these ! 

Say, Stella, feel yon 06 eontent 

Reflecting on a life well spent i 

Your skilfal band employ'd to save 

Despairing wretches from the grave. 

And then snpportlhg with yonr store 

Those whom you dragg*d from death before f 

Your generous boldness to defend 

An innocent and absent friend t 

That courage which canmakeyoH Just 

To merit bumbled in the dust; 

The detestation yoo express 

For vice in all its glittering dress i 

That patience under torturing pain 

Where stubborn stoics would complain ?*'» 

* These lines would make a reiy beautiful Glee. 
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In the Song *f As near a weeping spring 
reclined,'* (p. 95.) Araminta is represented as 
moumiug for <* a false ungrateful youth", 
when .*f An aged shepherd'% — «< in pity's 
kindest tone", by way of giving her salutary 
advice, says, 

In beaaty's empire is no mean, 
And woman, eitber ilave or qneni, 
Js quickly scorn'd when not adored. 

and afterwards adds, 

Fbr hearts o'ercome with love and grief 
All nature yields but one relief : 
Die, baplefg Aramiiita, die.*' 

On dt/ing for love I have spoken so oiften before 
as to render any farther comment in this place 
unnecessary. 

In tbe Song, " Swcset maid, I hear thy fire- 
quait sigh," (p. 97.) the burden ol which is 
** I sigh for him who lites no more'*^ it would 
have been better for the supposed writer of it 
to have followed the example of David on the 
death of his child ; although it created a sur- 
prise in his servants, who said to him : '^ What 
thing is this that thou hast done ? thou didst fajst T 
and weep for the child while it was alive ; but ^ 
when the child was dead, thou didst rise and 
eat bread. And he said, While the child was 
yet alive, I fasted and wept : for I said. Who 



244 LETTBA V. 

can tell whetbec God will be gracious to me, 
that the child may live ? But now be is dead, 
wherefore should I fast ? can I bring him bock 
again? I shall go to him, but he shall not 
retum to me*\ (2 Samuel xiL 21 — ^23.) 

In the next Song, << Dried be that tear, mj 
gentlest love/' (p. 98.) mention is made of 
Fate in the first verse, and the lover in the con- 
clusion says to his mistress, ^^ Nor let us los^ 
our heaven here !" an expression, Which, thm 
introduced, I conceive to be, in the most fiivour* 
abte interpretation, too worldly a sentiment. 

The sentiment in the last verse of the next, 
<< Ah ! tell me not that jealous fear" (p. 99.) I 
consider as going too far. 

In '^ Too plain, dear youth, these tell-tale 

eyes'' (p. 100.) the expression " for heaven's 

.^e**, in the first verse, is lightly introduced. 

And the lady's appeid to her lover lest her 

virtue should prove too weak, though it may be 

in some measure a lesson to men, does not shew 

a very ^^ spotless" mind, nor a strong sense of 

the duty of chastity : 

%. PreM not for what t miiBt ieoj, 

^ Far fear I should obey. 

ReBolf e not then to do an ill, ^ 

Became, perhaps, ^'ou may* 

Ms a task for me too hard 
To strive with lore and yoQ. 
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The like may be said of the song (p. 102.) 
** Strephon, when you see me fly". The lady 
confesses ^f with ease you may deceive me", 
and also says 

Heaven decrees that we should part ; 
That has my yows, but you my heart. 

The Song to Cupid, on Valentine's day, 
(p. 105.) is another specimen of heathenism. 
Britmis are represented as adoring his power. 
And the sentiment, 

Love alone can pleasure give. 
Only while we love, we li i^e* 

either requires the ^^ protest," or the " extended 
sense", which you have given to a similar one 
by Lord Lyttelton, in yo^ar Letters on poetry 
before quoted. See p. 234. 

The next is translated from Catullus by Dr. 
Langhom. P. 106. 

Lesbia, live to love and-pleasore. 

Careless what the ^rave may say : 
When each moment is a treasure. 

Why should lovers lose a day ? 

The ^^ love and pleasure" here mentioned I 
suppose to be unlawful, else " the grave" would 
not say any thing against it. 

Sett \B% SODS shall rise io g;1ory ; 

But when Uttle life is o'er^ 
There's an end of all the story ; 

We shall sleep, to wake iio more. \> ' 

V 2 
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I consider this Song as very profligate, and 
the more so as being written by a clergyman. 

Lord Chesterfield is the next author who 
appears, and in his Song, ^'^ When Fanny, 
blooming fair^'* (p. 107*> has given us a com- 
pound of Loves, Cupid, Jove and Venus, and 
the whole turn (rf* it is highly voluptuous, totally 
improper to publish, and discreditable to write. 

The next Song, Sir, (p. 108.> you inform us 
*' is designed as a contrast to an address to 
Wisdom." Wisdom, we are told on Divine 
authority, ^^ b more precious than rubies, and aU 
the things thou cansH desire are not to be com- 
pared unto her. Length of days is in her right 
hand, and in her left hand riches and honour. 
Her way^ are ways of pleasantness, and all her 
paths are peace/* (Prov. iii. 15 — 17.) But 
here the author says of the person whom he 
«alls " my Goddess, earthly born*', that she is 

Stranirer to all (be wiweiplore. 

She proves all far-sought knowledge fftio. 

Wc have next something bordering upon 
indelicate respectmg Venus and the Tritons. 
The following verse betrays either an ignorance 
of that pure state of our first parents, in which 
Uushing had no place, or a despicable sneer 
i^a&ist it. See Genesis ii. 25. 
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And unaccimiplished all as Eve 

In the first morning of her life, 
"Wheo Adam blushed, aodaskM her leave 

To take her band and call her wife. 

The Song has, throughout, a tone of profligacy 
and indecent insinuation, i? ith an attempt to 
cast ridicule on things serious and sacred. 

In the Song, '* Ah ! tell me no more, my dear 
girl, with a sigh," (p. 112.) we have " damsel 
divine" ; and in the next, " 'Tis not the liquid 
bHghiness of those eyes", we have the ex- 
pression " form divine". The word divine is 
become so conmioh'as denoting what is only 
excellent in a high degree, that I should be 
desirous to leave it without criticism, as a word 
which had departed from its etymology and 
acquired a new sense. But the fact is, that we 
still use it in its original sense, we apply it to 
God and sacred things. On this account I 
cannot help thinking that such use of it in 
amatory songs as we frequently find, — ^the appli- 
cation of it to a frail human being, — ^is ob- 
jectionable. A mind duly impressed with the 
original sense of this word, would not, I think, 
(unless from some strong habit) go repeatedly 
ba€^waid and foiward from one sense to the 
other, without some feeling of discord. Qtber 
objections might be made to this Song. 
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Of the two next Songs, ^* Whtte Strephooy 
thus youteaze one'*, (p. 114.) and ^^ The shape 
alone let others prise/' (p. lid.) it may be said, 
that if they have not any thing very good in 
them, they are not greatly deserving c£ censure ; 
the phrase angel innocence in the latter is too 
strong. On this subject see before. Letter ii, 
p. 63. 

In the third Volume of my Collection of 
Songs, p. 193. is a s<Mig by Mozeen, upon this 
subject, and which forms a proper answer to 
this and similar passages. It begins. 

To reason, ye Air onei, anert your pretence, 
Kor hearken to language beneath Comnion Sense : 
When angels men rail ye, and homage would pay, 
If you credit the tale, you're as foalty as they. &e. 

• 

The Song <* Wouldst thou know her sa- 
cred charms", (p. 117.) is given ifr the second 
volume of my Collection, with the single 
alteration of the word hcefy for sacred in the 
first line. 

In the next " Hail to the myrtle shade," 
(p. 119.) it is said of Phyllis that " Nature 
hath made her divine^\ This song is in other 
respects exceptionable. 

The least that can be said of the next, *< Tell 
me no more how fair she is", (p. ISO.) is, that 
it is extravagant. . 
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" Whik in th% bower with beauty bkst**, 
(p. 122.) is too voluptuous. 

In Smollefs Song, " When Sappho tun'd the 
raptured strain,'' (p. 123.) I shall object to 
nothing but her " art" being caUed " divine", 
the sentiment of it is in favour of chastity and 
« artless truth". 

<< When charming Teraminta sings" (p. 126.) 
is too highly coloured. 

<< My dear mistress has a heart", (p. 127.) 
is by Rochester, who at his death lamented his 
profligate life, and his profane and indecent 
writings, which were so much calculated to 
corrupt mankind.* Here it is said of his 
mistress, 

— her cooBtaocy'i M weak» 
8be*880 wild and apt to wander. 

That ray Jealoa* heart weald break 
ShoaM we Fife one day asandet. 

Yet he afterwards says of her, " Angels listen 
when she speaks," I suppose he means with 
complacency, as he adds " She's my delight, 
all mankind's wonder". 

" Let the ambitious favour find", (p. 128.) 
is indecently voluptuous^ besides the romantic 



• See till Life by Bishop Baraeti and the Sermoa preached 
at hit faneml by Pftiaooi. 
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extravagance of the line " Viihilsi I lie dying at 
her feel." 
In the ncxif (p. ISS.) 

** Ctfme, let os'oow resolve at last 
Tolive and love in quiet }*' 

l¥C are told that 

** Tbetniest joys tbey seldom prove. 
ff ho free from quarrels live i 

a yery false sentiment ! 

** From all uneasy passions free," (p. 129.) 
like several of the Songs preceding, is cliarge-; 
able with being seosual. 

In << Oft on the troubled ocean's face", 
(p. ISO.) the sentiment in the last verse reqoiiei 
some limitation and explanation : 

10 fond and arooroos souls 

If tyrant love ooce reigns. 
There one eternal tempest rolls, 

Aod yields unceasiog pains* 

« Prepared to rail, resolvM to part," (p. 131.) 
I must cease to notice such expressions as 
^* form divine" (see before p. 247.) every time 
I meet them. 

In the next ** Come, all ye youths whose hearts 
e'er bled" (p. 131.) a " tempting fair",—" very 
lovely" and " very kind", and aboundmg in 
snares, is represented as being ^^ bright as heaven". 
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In the Song, p/ 134. a nymph wishes the 
^^ echoes" to " Tell my Strephon that I 
die", but afterwards she desires them to " be 
dumb, 

For, should I cost my swain a (ear» 
I ihottld repeot it io my tomb, 
And grieve I bought my rest so dear.*' 

In the third line of this verse she affirms that for 
which she cannot possibly answer : the last line 
I do not understand, it appears to me to be 
nonsense. 

In the. Song from The Conscious Lovers, 
(p. 134.) " From place to place, forlorn, I go", 
hy Sir R. Steel, what constitutes one of its 
merits with you, Sir, is the ground of my ob- 
jection. The lady compares herself to 

'< a silent shade,'* 
'* To speak, till spoken to, afraid.*' 

you say ** This is a very ingenious allusion to 
the popular notion that ghosts are not permitted 
io speak till first addressed by the beholder." 
See before Letter ii. p. 59. 

In the second verse of the celebrated Song" in 
The Stranger, (p. 135.) " I have a silent sorrow 
here," the supposed writer talks of her " che- 
risht woe", her " loved despair", as if there 
was no blame in encouraging such passions. 
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And, in the last Terse she puts the pardon of her 
husband before that of Heaven. 

I ihall not raiie oy eycB to heaven. 

Nor mercj nsk for me s 
Uy lottl dei pairs to be forgiven, 

Unpardoo'd, love ! by thee. 

In the next song, ^^ There is one dark and 
silent hour*', (p. 136.) " fete decrees" and 
" Almighty power", are mentioned. Whether 
faie is the Almightj/ power does not exadlj 
appear, but, in any light, the expression, or 
the mixture, is reprehensible. 

In the song *' Can loving father ever prove", 
(p. 137.) a dutiful and affectionate daughter 
mentions the feelings she has towards her father 
and mother, and says. 

Bat still, I own with contriovs shame, 
'Tis mine to love a dtarer name. 

Sh« adds. 

Oh, Henry, say, my only pride! 
Should tender hearts like these divide ? 
Sure righteous heaven can ne*er approve I 
Sure mine it calls unhallowM love! 

Now, if her love was pure, and there is no 
reason to think the contrary, there was not ne- 
cessarily any shame in her loving another dearer 
than them : "A man shall leave his father and 
his mother, and shall cleave unto his wife"; 
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(Oenesis II. 24. and Matt. xix. 5.) And 
indeed, in the conclusion^ she expresses oo 
doubt of the rectit.ude of making a choice, if 
sanctioned by her parents. 

Yet would the soft pateroal voice 

Confirm and sanctify my ciioice. 

Bid me my best affection give 

To him for vrhom indeed I live— 

Thanfather—mother— rfdfflrcr name 

Nor heart could wish, nor tongue could frame. 

She had said before of her loye for her mother, 

Saints above 
Feel not the fervour of my love. 

By which I suppose she means that the love of 
saints in heaven to God, or to each other, is not 
equal to her's for her mother. This is going 
too far. 

In '^ Fair, and soft, and gay, and young," 
(p. 138.) the lover says of his love. 

Like heaven*^, too mighty to express. 
My joys could but be known by guess ! 

tilis is profane, and what he says about his 
mistress being " made for one", and then that 
she is " faithless" and " not made for one" is 
a picture. of so serious a crime as faithlessness, 
drawn with levity, and mixed with indecent 
insinuation. 

In " Tho' cruel you seem to my pain," 
(p. 139.) Phyllis, who is not maxrted, loves a 
z 
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false swain, who has other nymphs in his view: 
the other lover, the writer of the song, says, 

Enjoymeat'e a trifle to btm. 
To me what a heaven U would be ! 

To bim but a womao you seem, 
But, ah ! you're an angel to me. 

Too much is expressed in the remainder of the 
song. 

In " Ye shepherds and nymphs that adorn 
the gay plain," (P- 1*0.) we have a swain 
dying for love. 

" Ye happy swains, whose hearts are free", 
(p. 142.) are advised to avoid love, and to 
^^ fly the fair sex", which, as general advice, 
I hold to be wrong and unnatural. 

" When your beauty appears", by Pamel, 
(p. 143.) is too light throughout, and especially 
in the idea about the angel and woman in the 
last verse. 

The strain of the Song (p. 145.) is discre- 
ditable to true love, and to the human race : 

Can love he contrord by advice? 

Can madness and reason agree ? 
O Molly who'd ever be wise, 

If madness is loving of thee I 

He afterwards says : " Dull wisdom but adds 
to our care", on which subject see before, 
p. 146. This Song is also of tlial species which 
perversely represents pleasure as the only or 
prmcipal consequence to be drawn from the 
shortness of life. 
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The next Song (p. 146.) " Think no more, 
my gentle maid," signed J. A. besides the in- 
troducing Cupid, is, to my mind, much too 
warm and sensually descriptive in its expressions, 
particularly in the last four lines. 

*^ Why, cruel creature, why so bent", 
(p. 147.) is not on the whole a bad song; Jbut 
the saying (verse 3) that " Kings are them- 
selves too poor" and " a thousand worlds too 
few" to pay the value of her '^ endless charms," 
is very extravagant. 

The next, " Forever, Fortune, wilt thou 
prove", (p. 148.) is a Prayer to Fortune, and 
is therefore, I think, profane and idolatrous. 
The Ignorant (says Stanhope, in his Paraphrase 
and Comment on the Epistles and Gospels, 
Third Sunday after Easter, Vol. III. p. 38, 
Eighth Edit.) the '' Ignorant have called that 
the Tyranny and Blindness of Fortune, which 
Christiansare taught to believe, is < he Disposition 
of an infinitely Wise, and Just, and Good 
Being." 

Respecting the merits of the next Song, Sir, 
Darby and Joan, " Dear Chloe, while thus 
beyond measure", (p. 149.) attributed to 
Prior, I intirely agree with you; and only 
wonder, that, having a relish for such a portrait 
of humble life,^(see before Letter II. p. 36, &c.) 



256 I-ETTER y* 

you can admire the extravagant rai^ts, and 
forced and fake sentiments which prevail in the 
generality of Songs in yoar Collection. This is 
given in tlie first of my volumes. 

The Song " Away! let nought to love dis- 
pleasing,** (p. 151.) is given in the second 
Yobime of my Collection, but with the four last 
lines altered. I thought the sentiment contained 
in them too poor for so worthy a character. 

** O Nancy, wilt thou go with me,** (p. 152.) 
is a beautiful picture of chaste and disinterested 
love. That likewise is in my second volume. 

** In vain, fond youth, thy tears give o'er", 
(p. 154.) In this song the lady says, ^^ Shoold 
heaven and earth with thee combine, 'Twereall 
, in vain". 

I feel an unwillingness to notice the SoDg 
beginning " The wretch O never let me know" 
p. 155. as it is in some respects both beautiful 
and morally good. But nothing is hinted of 
Colin being the husband of the woman, but 
rather otherwise. There is frequently an ob- 
scurity or ambiguity in amalory songs whether 
the love mentioned be lawful or unlawful, 
which I consider as very objecticHiaUe ; it leaves 
an opening for bad application by readers that 
way inclined. This objection appears to me to 
apply in some measure also to the Songs, p. 112. 
146. 182. 
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In " Oh! Henry, sure by every art", 
(p. 157.) I will not object to any thing but the 
expression "Oh! come it will," verse 2, line 
3, and the word shall y in verse 3, line 1 and 2. 
'^ My Henry sliall with peace return, And war 
no more our hearts shall sever", as being pre- 
sumptuous. 

*• How bright the sun's declining rays", 
(p. 158.) The poet says, v. 3. 

She died—aod at that very h6iir 
Hope broke her wand, and Pleasure fled« 

Life is a charm has lost its power, 
Th' enchantress of my days is dead. 

This is not the resignation of a Christian. 

In the Song " When gentle Celia first I 
knew," (p. 159.) the lover says " Oft shall I 
curse my iron chain". I conceive this cursing 
to be wrong. The principal sentiments of this 
song encourage a person in yielding to a passion 
which he blames in himself all the time. It is 
not uncommon to hear language of the following 
kind, but which, in my opinion, should be 
strenuously opposed by the moralist. A person 
says (either in a case of love, or some other) 
^^ I know it is a weakness, I know I am to 
blame; but T cannot help it,^ — I feel it impossi- 
ble to resist." The flatterer answers, " Don't 
be unhappy about it, — ^it is an amiable weakness, 

z 2 
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— ^wc are not all made for every thing." Bat 
the true friend and honest moralist woald reply, 
^^ I know it is a trying situation, and I feel for 
your difficulties : but I must protest against the 
doctrine implied in your words and manner o( 
speaking. You own yourself to blame, yet 
you say it is impossible to do otherwise. Con- 
sider what an accusation this is against our 
Moral Governor. It implies that he will blame 
(and therefore punish) you for dmng what you 
cannot avoid, or for omitting what you cannot 
do. Are you sure that in the bottom of your 
heart, you are not expecting (indistinctly per- 
haps) that those who hear you will praise^ 
rather than blarney you ? Such self-deceit may 
exist." 

The introduction of fate at the end, (besides* 
its being heathen fate) is, as applied to the 
Lover, in the spirit of the fault which I have 
here endeavoured to expose. 

The Song " If love and reason ne'er agree," 
(p. 161.) is very good, and a proper antidote 
to that beginning, ^^ Can love be controul'd by 
advice"> and ^hall be here inserted as some 
relief after the many sentiments I have had 
occasion to censure. 
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LOVE AND REASON. 

1 
If Lo¥e and Reason ne'er ai^ree, 

And Virtue tremble at bis po^er, 
Iklay Heaven from Love pronounce me free^ 

And guard me thro' eacb tender hour ! 

« 
But, if the pleasures Love bestows 

Are such as Reason pleased aUows« 
Are such as smilinf Virtue knows, 
To Love V\\ pay my Virgin vows. 
3 
And such they are : for loose desires 

But ill deserve the tender name ; 
Tbey blast, like lightning's transieist 6res, 
But love's a pure and constant flame. 
4 
Love scorns a sordid selfish bliss. 
And only for<its object lives ; 
Feels Bwtual truth endear the kte, 
And tastes no joys but those it gives. 
5 
Love's more than language can reveal, 

Or thought can reach— <bo' thought is free § 
'Tisooly felt-^'Us what I feel, 

And hope that Damon feels for me. 

In the Song, " When first upon your tender 
cheek**, (p. 162.) we have 5* angel face" and 
'* kneeling crouds adore*'; and It is said that 
*' Danger and death attend the sight" of the 
charms of the subject of it. 

In your Note on the Song, " He that loves a 
rosy cheek," (p. 165.) I perfectly acquiesce, 
and I can only say that it increases my wonder 
at the general materials of , your volume : 
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** Oarew, though infected with the bad taste of 
bis age, and in general overrun with artificial 
thoughts and eonceits, has written some pieces 
of great sweetness and elegant simplicity; of 
which this is a very pleasing example." 

" The Song '- Still to be neat, still to be 
drest," byBcnJonsQn, (p. 166.) is not bad. 

On your omitting a verse in the song " Why 
so pale and wau, fond lover?" (p. 167.) I 
have observed before, in my first letter, p. 26. 
I only wish that the instances of omission had 
been more frequent. In the panner of using 
the expression " young sinner", in the second 
verse, there is a levity which I consider as ob- 
jectionable. 

In the next Songs " Whence comes my love }^ 
(p. 167.) and '^ The Graces and the wanderii^ 
Loves" (p. 169.) the Cupid and Venus with 
her divine attributes, as well as some lines of 
the common romantic extravagance, must be 
referred to a general censure. 

In " Round Love's elysian bowers", (p.,170.) 
" Beauty's smile" is called a '^ cloudless 
heaven". 

The Sigh, ^* Gentle air, thou breath of 
lovers", (p. 172.) is an elegant composition. 

In " Love arms himself in Celia's eyes", 
*(p* 173.) Reason is treated in much the same 
way as in the Songs p. 146. and 254. 
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In the Song ^* Ycwing I am, and yet un- 
skilled", (p. 174.) there is a great deal of 
artful simplicity. 

The Song, " Ye virgin powers, defend my 
heart", (p. 177.) is in the second yolame of 
my Colleoticm ; but I akered the wor J powers 
to fears y and the twelfth line " There place a 
guard of pride", I altered to '* Place Virtue at 
my side." 

In '' Strephon has fashion, wit and youth," 
(p. 178.) the lady says of him 



He flotM|{ wants trat \owe aod (ruth 
To raio me with ease. 



If I understand the expression, " ruin me", 
the sentiment is yery projQigate. 

In ^^ When clouds that angel face deform," 
(p. 179.) the poet says ^^ I curse the sex," 
which is unchristian. 

The Song, " Fickle bliss, fantastic treasure," 
(p. 181.) is both profane and profligate. 

The beginning of the Song " On Belvidera's 
bosom lying" (p. 182.) is much too warm, and 
the latter part is false sentiment. It appears to 
lie under the objection mentioned p. 236. where 
reference is made to it. 

** Boast not, mistaken swain, thy art," 
(p. 182.) is humourous and not bad. 

The same may be said of " My love wasr 
fickle once and changing", p. 183. 
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*^ Shall I, wasting in despair," (p. 185.) is 
given in the second volume of my Collection^ 
with some variations, owing to the copy I used, 
and some trifling alterations of my own. 

^- I do confess thou^rt smooth and fair," 
(p. 187.) has some good instruction in it, bat 
the sentiments are rather coarse. 

The sentiment of the next, " Not, Gelia, 
that I juster am" (p. 188.) is loose. The 
sentiment 

the whole sex can but aflford 

The baods(HDe» and th« |^ind« 

is false and illiberal. 

" It is not, Celia, in our power", (p. 189.) 
is bordering on, if not quite, profane. 

In " Say, Myra, why is gentle love", I 
question whether this sentiment be just; 

The heart can oe^er a transport k,Dow» 
That ne?cr feeis a pain. 

The song also supposes that even racking pain 
must attack the amorous breast; and that this 
racking is general to the amorous breast and not 
merely in extraordinary cases. 

"Awake, awake, my lyre I" (p. 190.) from 
the Davideis of Cbwley, has the merit of 
versification but notliing of valuable sentiment. 

In the Song " What shade and what still- 
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ness around I" if tlie word " admires" were 
substituted in the last verse for adores, it would 
be a sweetly playful composition, yet expressive 
of a love of which a man need not be ashamed. 

The lady who sings ^^ While Strephon in his 
pride of youth" (p. 196.) was not tenacious, it 
appears, of her virtue : the last reflection, how- 
ever, is not bad. 

The character given of the female sex in tlie 
song " Woman, thoughtless, giddy creature," 
(p. 197.) is of that humiliating kind so justly 
censured in Pope and Swift in your Letters on 
Poetry, L. ix. p. 121. And, though it will 
perhaps be said, that (in the concluding stanza) 
Bevil comes round, and practically acknow- 
ledges his error, yet, I think, the light and 
ludicrous alteration in him is bisufficicnt to set 
against the great particularity of tlie preceduig 
aspersions; and forms rather an accusation of 
his weakness than a defence of the sex. 

To " A Wretch long torturM with disdain," 
(p. 198.) though I must object as Bacchanalian, 
and could by no means admit it, yet I can allow 
that the latter part of it contains a coarse lesson, 
such as, received with caution, may operate to 
check the romantic and extravagant turn which, 
in some men, the passion of love takes. 

The Song '' Cynthia frowns whene'er I woo 
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her;" (p. 199.) by Congbeve, is profligate. 

After what you, Sir, have said erf ifiis writer, 

in your Letters on Poetry (L. xviii. p. 252.) 

1 should not have expected to have found this 

and some other Songs by him in a Collection 

made by you : " If Dr. Johnson^s sentence be 

just, that Congreve's miscellaneous pieces 

'^ shiw little wit and little virtue," I should be 

wrong to recommend them at all to your perusal; 

and indeed the little that is good iu them is 

scarcely worth the pains of selecting from the 

bad or indifferent." 

" Love's but tlie frailty of the miiid", 

(p. 199.) is full of false sentiment. 

" Fair Amoret is gone astray," (p. 200.) is not 

a bad picture of a Coquet. 

*^ Give me more love, or more disdain;" 

(p. 201.) appears to me to contain a fakeseo^ 

timent in the first verse. 

Either extreme of love or hate 
Is sweeter tbao a calm estate. 

In the second the allusion to Dsmae is too warm, 
and the sentiment, 

he*8 possest 
Of heaven that's but from hell releast. 

is profane. 

The instruction in " Dorinda's sparkling wit 
and eyes", (p. 204.) is not a bad lesson for for- 
ward females, but is not very elegantly expressed . 
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*^ I tell thee, Charmion," by Congreve, 
(p. 207.) is, as usual, profligate : The Poet 
says " I never would be true", and " women 
love to change, and so do we.'* 

By accident. Sir, my Copy, of your Vocal 
Poetry contains here a cancelled leaf (p. 207 
and 208.) from which I find that youliave. 
omitted the song, " Damon, if you will believe 
me," which was given in your former edition, 
and is retained by Mr. Evans in his re-pub- 
lication of it- I perfectly agree with you that 
it ought to be suppressed; but I do not see that 
it is much, if at all, worse than several which 
you have retained. 

The Song, ^' Why we love, and why 
we hate," (p. 209.) is bad morality. It en- 
courages men to shuifle off from themselves any 
blame which may be in their actions or thoughts, 
and to cast it upon the skies ^ that is the Governor 
of the world, or on Fate^ or Random Chance. 
Zelinda's will is not her own : nor are we to ask 
a reason for the man's actions, but take all as a 
ricldle.* 



* I have made some remarks upon tbts subject uA^re, Letter 
ii. p. 51, 52. But, since that part was printed off, I have met 
ivitlia passag^e in Stanhope On the Epistles and Gospels, (in the 
£p. for the Fourth Snnday after Easter : James i* 17—21.^ 

A a 
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Respecting the authors of the two following 
Songs, " Dear Colin, prevent my warm blushes" 
(p. 210.) and " Good Madam, when ladies are 



Yol. iii. p. 46.) so moch to the parpoae, that I shall heresob- 
joio U: 

** lo order to anderstaiid the beginning of it, let it be coo- 
sidered, that the Apostle had before directed every one «Ao 
iack$ Witdnm^ to ask it of God\ and afterwards had set himself 
to refute the false Notions some entertatoed, of Him and his 
Providence. To the disposal hereof having rightly ascribed 
all Events and Changes; they from thence very erroncoosly 
inferred, that be was the Attthor and Cause, of all Iht Sin oobh 
mitted by Men. 

This Arj^oment seems more particularly levelled at the 
Opinion of the Pharisees : A Sect of all among the Jetos io the 
highest Credit and Veneration. Of these Josephus says, 
(Aotiq. Lib. zviin Cap. 3.) that they imputed ail (kings tn 
JTate, but adds, that they did not do this tn such a manner^ as 
dbsolultiy to destroy Free^mll, For reconciling this seeming 
Inconsistence, we shall do ivell to take notice, that they laid 
great stress upon tlie particular Frame and Coostitofioa of 
Men, their Humours and Complexions, and the Influences of 
th<i6e Planets and Stars, under which they were born. Thus 
the> m^de the Virtues and Vices of Men to depend upon these 
Causes; and so charged upon God, the Director of these 
Causes, that Good or Evil, which Men could hardly, with good 
Sense, be said to choose, by those who held them to be by 
Nature formed for, and from their Birth necessarily determined 
to the One, or the Other. This Remark will be of some ose to 
■«, in discerning, not only the true Occasion and Force of the 
A posticus RaBonIng, but also the Propriety of the Terms, ia 
which it is ei pressed. 

In opposition to this dangerous Scheme, SU James, vrriting to 
Chrisiiaot converted from Judaism, aaserti every Advaotajge 
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wiUing/' (p. 211.) it seems that there has been 
some diflFerence between hivdy M. W. Montagu 
and Sir W. Young; bat if the lady was anxious 
to disown the former, the latter is not a sdng,' I 
think, for a lady, or any. one, to be anxious to 
avow. 

The next, " When first I sought fair CiELi a's 
loye," (p* 212.) is both profligate and profane. 

" Corinnacost me many a prayer," (p. 213.) 
is unprincipled and coarse. 

^^ Taliie, oh take those lips away", (p» 214.) 
the description is of too sensu£d a nature. 

The Song « On a Lady's Girdle." (p. 216.) 



toodocing to our Virtiie and Perfectiom to defcaid vpon us 
Indeed from Heaveo. Yet not from that Heaven where the 
Son and other LamioouA Bodies move, hai from jt^we^ (For 
this peoillar Energy some have attributed to that Word 
Jihwe,) They come down from Him, who dwells in those 
that (accordiD(( to a known distiDCtion in use with the Jtwi)' 
are called the Hi^hut Beavtm, Eveu from H im, w ho is trul j 
ttiled the Father of Lights, as he created and constituted those 
Lights and their Influences.*' 

Should itbesaid'that this doctrine of the influence of the start 
is nowexplodedi and may therefore be admitted in poetry as a 
harmless play of the fancy, yet 1 cuenot but thioit that the fre- 
quent repetition of such expressions has a bad effect upon some 
minds. And there is a blameable levity In attrlbutfng, though 
in jest, to stars or such like imaginary causes those high powers 
of superintendence and goveramcnt^ which we know hekHig 
'^ oDly to one Supreme Being* 



f. 
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contains insinuations of a very voluptuous and 
pernicious kind. 

« Go, lovely Rose !" by Waller, (p. 216.) is 
given in the third volume of my (jMeciion, 
^ith an additional verse by the late amiid>le and 
lamented Henry Kirke White, ivhich gives il 
greater value. 

" If truth can fix thy wavering heart," by 
Garrick, (p. S17.) is not bad ; but there appears 
to me to be something too light in the last verse 
in mentioning <^ Heaven and Sylvia" together, 
■wishing them to " grant his suit/* 

The Song, << All my past life is mine no 
more," by Rochester, (p. ^19.) where he s^s, 

If I, by miracle, can be 
This livelong minute true to ihte^ 
*TU all that heaven allows. 

is both prcrfane and profligate. 

To this Song, and the others beginning in 
p. 129. 199. 201. 223. 240 and 241 by ihe 
Wits of Charles the Second's days, I must add 
the lines upon this subject from Cowper's Table 
Talk ; where, giving a sketch of the History of 
Poetry, he mentions the age of Puntanism and 
the succeeding one of licentiousness : 

When Cromwell fooght for power, and while he reigiiM 
The prood protector of the pow*r he gaio'd. 
Religion harsh, intolerant, aiistepe. 
Parent of manners like herself severe. 
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Drew a rough* copy of'tbd Christian face 
WkbouttbegQiile, (he sweetness, or the gracei ' 
The dark and sullen humour of the time • 
JudgM ev*ry eflfort of the muse a crime ; 
Verse, in the finest mould of fancy cast. 
Waft lumber in an age to vof d of taste : 
But, wh^n the second Charles asamn^d tlie sway. 
And arts reviv'd beneath a softer day. 
Then, Mice a bo w long forc'd into a curve, 
, Tbemiod, releas'd from too constrained a nerve. 
Flew to its first position wilh a spring 
That made the vaulted roofs of pleasure ring. 
His court, the dissolute and hateful school 
. Qf wantonness, where vice was taught by rule, 
Swarm'd with a scribbling herd, as deep inlaid 
With brutal lust as ever Circe made. 
From these a long succession, in the rage 
Of rank obscenity, debauch*d their age ; 
Nor ce88*d, till ever anxious to redress 
Th* abuses of her sacred charge, the press, 
The muse instructed a well-ourtur'd train, 
Of abler votaries to cleanse t he stain. 
And daim the palm for purity of song. 
That lewdoen had osurp'd and worn so long. 

Line 610, &c« 

*^ Swain, thy hopeless passion smother," 
(p. 221,) is far too warmly descriptive. 

" Love's a dream of mighty treasure", 
(p. 2S3.) gives a very false and degrading 
picture of love. 

" Chloe's the wonder of her sex," (p. 223.) 
This vicious song is included in the censure 
drawn (p. 268.) from Cowper's Table Talk. 

On the merits of the So«g^ << Pretty Parrolt, 
Aa 2 
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say, when I was away", (p. 2240* I am sorry 
I cannot agree in opinion with you, Sir. For 
I think, it less " merits preservation", than 
oblivion, for the ideas to which it leads. 

« Why will Delia thus retire," (p. 285.) 
treats serious things lightly ; and the last stanza 
but one adds to levity a lesson decidedly im- 
moral and pernicious : 

All the morals that they teaeh ns 

Never cured a sorrow yet : 
Choote aroouff the pretty fcHows 

One of humour, youth and wiL 

In " O clear that cruel doubting brow I" 
(p. 227.) I object to the sentunent 

—Jove bat laaghs at lovers* oaths. 
And lovers* perjories.** 

the song is light throughout*: it casts a discredit 
on real virtues, and profanely jests upon a 
serious oath. 

' The Song, " When Orpheus went down to 
the regions below," (p. 228.) I consider as a 
libel upon " Connubial love", and one of those 
songs which tends to set marriage in an un&vour- 
ifble point of view ; a view of it which is the 
c^use of much unhappiness in the world. 
Some may say, the whole Song is a mere joke. 
To me it appears a very bad one, and I»ds fiiir 
to have upon some minds such effect as I have 
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described. To this it adds a ludicrous idea of 
-vvhat is most serious, the place of punishment 
for the wicked : besides the introduction of a 
heathen deity, as presiding in such place. 

The same may be said of the next, " Vain 
are the charms of white and red," (p. 228.) 
as far as relates to the effect upon the married 
state. 

The next " Chloe brisk and gay appears,'* 
(p. 229.) with two others soon following, 
*^ Celia, hoard thy charms no more," (p. 232.) 
and " Celia, too late you would repent;" 
(p. 234.) come all under the far too frequent, 
but (I think) just charge of profligacy. 

** Say, lovely dream, where could'st thou 
find", (p. 238.) has in the second Terse 

lo heaVo itself thou sure wert drest , 
With that aogeMIke disguise. 

The Songs at pages 240 and 241 are noticed 
before, see p. 268. 

In these two Songs, ^* She loves, and she 
confesses too" and " 'Tis now, since I sat down 
before" but especially in the first, Honour is 
spoken of in very disparaging terms. What is 
called Honour by many persons is certainly a 
phantom^ a noisy nothings a stalking shade 
(p. 240.) and a principle of pride, (p. 242.) 
But there is an Honour, likewise, which is " an 
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auxiliary Principle, engaged along with other 
Powers, iu the cause of Virtue." See A Drs- 

8ERTATION ON DUELLING ; &C. By RlCUARO 

Hey, L.L. D. Part vi. Sect. ii. In the first 
section of this part, the- author observes, that 
^^ Honour has been distinguished,* (and, as it 
seems, with good reason,) into a Motive or 
Principle of action, and an End or Reward." — 
^< A nice sense of Honour is sometimes men- 
tioned as synonimous to a refined sense of 
Virtue : and men are represented as perfonning 
noble and worthy actions (tchii this sense of 
Honour, where the eye of the World cannot ob- 
serve them, and where not even a single Friend 
can be admitted as a spectator. This is a noble 
Prmciple ; but it is to be distinguished from a 
sense of Virtue, and may be tiraced up to the 
Fountain of Opinion or Reputation. 

A nice sense of Virtue is that by which we 
make ready and accurate distinctions between 
what is virtuous and what is vicious : but this is 
not to be confounded with the Motvoe which im-. 
pels us to pursue the Virtue or avoid the Vice. 
This Motive is in one person the Hope of Reward 
or Fear of Punishment in this life ; in another, it 
is like the Hope or Fear respecting a future life ; 

* Adreoturer, No. 61. 
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in a third it is Benevolence joined to a per* 
suasion that yrhai he does will contribute to the 
Good of Mankind ; and, (not to attempt a com- 
plete enumeration,) in a fourth it is a regard to 
his Character in the World." — ^He afterwards 
says ^' Attention to such points in particular 
cases, by frequent repetition, produces an ha- 
bitual Principle, a Sensibility, which beccnnes a 
new Faculty in the mind. And such seems to 
be the Origin of a sense of Hmiour." . These 
two sections are well worth the perusal of every 
reader ; and the opinions laid down in them make 
me lament that any thing should be said to the 
disparagement of Honour as a general Principle. 
To the list of profligate Songs must, I fear, be 
consigned " Pursuing beauty j men descry" 
(p. 243.) 
The next to it, (p. 244.) 

I. 

Come, teU me wbere the m&id it foood 
Whose heart can love without deceit^ - 

And I will rooge the world aroondi 
To sigh one moment at her feet. 

IV. 
SImw me on earth a thipg lo fare, 

1*11 owQ all miracles are true s 
To make one mind sincere and feir. 

Oh ! *ttt the utmost Hea^ven can do ! 

is profane towards Heaven, and unjustly debases 
human nature, or rather the female sex: a 
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debasement ^rhich may encourage deceit and 
falsehood, by representing tbem as so common, 
and their opposites as so difficult. 

" Stella and Fiavia every hour", (p. 244.) 
by Mrs. Pilkington, is' at cmce beautiful and 
good. 

'* Ghlorisy yourself you so excel," (p. 245.) 
by Waller, contains a simile about '^ a spirit 
>¥ith his spell", as if there were such a thing. 

" In 'vainj dear Chloe, you suggest", 
(p. 346.) makes light of a species of incoa* 
stancy, and also is too liable to a Yi^ij^uoiis 
interpretation, though a good deal involved ia 
obscure expressions. 

^^ Should some perverse malignant star (As 
envious stars will sometimes shine)" — (p. 217.) 
supports the exploded doctrine of the influence 
of the stars, on which see befope, p. 51. and 2Q5. 

You end your Collection, Sir, with 

<< Why will Florella, while I gaze", (p. 349.) 
and say " This? Song, closed by a beautiful and 
happy similfe, may be regarded as a perfect 
model of the ingenious class." If the song be 
excellent on this account, it appears to me to be 
deficient in the more valuable ingredients of just 
sentiment and pure morality. 

Towards the end of your Essay on Song- 
writing (p. xlix.) you say. Sir, <^ If 1 were to 
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proQOunce in what class of those compositions 
our English song- writers have displayed the 
greatest degree of excellence, I should say, in 
that which contains the tender and ardent 
expression of the amorous passion ; and parti- 
cularly in those which describe the symptoms 
and indications of love — a topic originally 
derived from Sappho's celebrated ode, but 
dwelt upon with much additional detail of cir- 
cumstances in several of the pieces here inserted. 
I am mistaken if more^ truth and delicacy of 
representation can be met with in the amatory 
poets of any other language, ancient and modern ; 
and it is pleasing to observe that .many of the 
best specimens are distinguished by an air of 
sincerity and faithful attachment, equally remote 
from licentious heat and from frivolous gal- 
lantry." 

In these sentiments, Sir, I am sorry that I 
cannot-agree with you ; the object of this work 
is to prove the contrary, and I think that I have 
shewn that there is in the Songs in your Volume 
little of the tender and ardent expression (rf the 
amorous passion, little truth and delicacy of 
representation J little of the air of sincerity and 
faithful attachment^ but much of licentious 
heat and frivolous gallantry. Many of them 
are of that description of " am'rous ditties" 
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which Miltcm mentions as having *^ Infected 
Si<m's daughters". (Par. Lost, B. i. 1. 449. 
See also B. xi. 1. 680—627.) 

Should I be 60 fortunate as to convince joq 
of this, and induce you to publish a Collec^ioa 
of a different kind, I should be truly happy at 
the effect of my labours ; but, if not, I hope my 
remarks may weigh with your readers, and 
prove an antidote against the poison which I 
conceive the present volume to contain. 

With this hope. Sir, in its fullest extent, T 
conclude my Letter, and remain, 

With great respect, 
Your &c. 
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POSTSCRIPT. 

September 18, 1810. 

As the pieces, Sir, in your Class of Amatory 
Soiigs are those included in the two classes of 
" Passionate and Descriptive" and " Witty 
and Ingenious" in your former work repub- 
lished by Mr. Evans, I shall now consider those 
Songs omitted by you, but retained by him. 
The first of these which occurs is at page 134, 
" Fly, thoughtless youth, th' enchantress fly", 
a song much tpo warm and voluptuous and 
containing some false sentiment. The same 
may be said of " On a bank, beside a willow," 
(p. 138.) 

Arno's Vale, by the Earl of Dorset, " When 
here Lucinda first we came," (p. 141.) is a 
song of sweeter versification, and less excep- 
tionable in its matter, than most of those which 
are retained of this class, 

^* Bid me, when forty winters more", (p. 152.) 
is profligate in a high degree ; and the sentiment 
that, after tliose years have elapsed, and " fur- 
rowed deep my pallid brow" &c. " Then bid 
me court sobriety", is in direct opposition both 
io rea!son and religion. St. Paul's advice to 
Titus (ch. ii.) is not less applicableto a writer 
of fiongs : 

Bb 
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<* Speak thou the things which become sd^und 
doctrine ; that the aged men be sober, grave, 
ten^perate, sound in iaith, in charity, in 
patience : The aged wtNneti likewise, that they 
be in behayiour as becoineth holiness, not fiJse 
accusers, not given to much wine, teachers of 
good things; that they may teach tl^ yoan^ 
women to be sober, to lore their husbands, to 
love their children, to be discreet, cfaasle, 
keepers at home, good, obedient to their own 
husbands, that the word of God be not blas- 
phemed.'* Nor does the Apostle omit sobrieiy 
in young men : " Young Men, likewise, exhbrt 
io be sober minded. In all things shewing* thy- 
self a pattern of good works; in doctrine 
shewing uncorr aptness; gravity, sincerity, sound 
speech that cannot be condemned". V. 1 — 8. 

When pernicious doctrines in m«nality are 
inculcated or encouraged, whether by Songs or 
graver publications, surely this is not tliat sintnd 
speech, in doctrine^ which may not justly be 
condemned. 

'^ Tell me not I my time mispend," (p. 153.) 
is at best very silly, as the last verse will shew : 

Nor blame himy whoever blamtt my wi^ 

That seeks oo higher prize. 
Than io uoenvied shaded to sit 

And sing of Cbloris* eyes. 

" Love and Folly were at play," (p. 206.) 
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and ^ An Amorous swain to Juno prayed," (Do. ) 
are not either of them calculated to give just 
ideas of love. 

*^ TeU me no more I am deceiv'd," by Con- 
^eve, (p. 209.) and introduced by Iloadlejr 
into The Suspicious Husband, by making 
Ranger read it, and say " Honest Congreve was 
a man after my pwn heart", (A. i. S. 1.) is very 
profligate in its sentiment. Hoadley has made 
it worse by altering the line, " I always knew 
(rt least believ'd)" to " By Heaven I all along 
believ'd". 

" Mistaken fair, lay Sherlock by," by Lord 
Chesterfield, (p. 310.) is peculiarly profligate 
and profane, which indeed \:an create no sur^ 
prise, when we recollect who is its author. 

The following Parody, or Answer, may be 
offered as an antidote to it^: 
1 

Mistaken Yooth, lay Stanhope by | 

His Wit is all deceiving; 
*TwiH neither teach yon how to die 

Nor Happiness in living. 
S 
Happy to die ! no one can know 

Tin Virtue is his Master; 
Therefore our study shoald be now 

To hold this Gem the faster. 
S 
Would Toa, my Charles, be tmly blest. 

Make this your Inclination^ 
Let Wisdom rale your candid 'Breast 

And curb each gniUy passtoB. 
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4 • 

To each pure joy free licence giTOi 

Each baser wish deny : 
Tbas,/reean<i happy, shall yon five, 

Thtif ht^py ihaU you die* 

" Come, little infant, love me now," (p. 225.) 
k both voluptuous and coarse. 

" As Ariaba young and fair" (p. 235.) is 
extravagant and profane ; and ** When first I 
saw Lucinda*s face," (p. 236.) is still more so. 

" At Cynthia's feet I sigh'd, I pray'd,' 
(p. 238.) is most indecently voluptuous and 
profligate. 

To these succeed (p. 245, &c.) four original 
pieces, " One parting kiss, my Ethelinde!" 
" Bow the head, thou lily fair," — " Come, 
gentle god of sofl repose," and " Aspasia rolls 
her sparkKng eyes," but as there is little in 
them of an objectionable nature which is not 
already censured by some of ray former remarks, 
I shall only observe upon the third of them, 

TO SLEEP. 
Come, g;eiitle god of soft repose, 

Cdme sooth this tortured Kreast; 
Shed kind oblivion o'er my woes^ 
. And loll my cares to rest. 

Come, geotle God, without thy aid 
^ siak in dark despair, &e. &c 

Let me forget myself, my grief» 
And every care— bot love. 
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Sucn addresses, I conceive, divert the mind 
from the oiil jr true refiige in all cases of distress 
.and grief, ^' the God of patience and con- 
solation", (Romans xv. 5.) and it appears that 
lovcy in its limited sense, is the onlj wish of the 
writer. 



Bbd 



AMATORY SONGS. 



I. 
MAN Airi> WOMAN. 

»«0M THE OIUTOEIO OP CRBAHON. 

Jw aaUre worth and honour clad 

With beauty, courage, streagth Ll^ m 

r^Wen erect and teU he Ss"^' 
A man, ^ 

:ri.eLord of earth, and ^.ture'skb^ 

^f,^''t^°'^^P declares the seat. 
^"""^i^/^^J^i^ brightness shLes 

The breath and hnage of his God. 

With fondness leans upon hfe breast 

The partner for hunfonn'd 

ATToman, fair and gracefuTspouse.' 

iier soft and smiling virgin-looks, . 

Wf flow ry spring the mirror, 

Bespeakhimlore, and jV, and bliss. 
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II. 

l-jOj WOMAN. 



^Ho, in this world of care and strife^ 
oth kindly cheer and sweeten life, 
} friend, companion, and as wife? 

fOJil • 'Tis Woman. 

^ 2 ■ 

^ Tio, by a thousand tender wiles, 
^Qpd endearments, and by smiles, 

^ pPiosom of its grief beguiles ? 

t^adoA 'Tis Woman, 

tds, ' 3 

rom whom do all our pleasures flow; 

, yj,£.<rho draws Jt]|e scorpion sting of woe, 
Ind makes the heart with transport glow ? 

^^^ 'Tis Woman. 

a^; 4 

'""'' WTio, of a nature more refin'd. 

Doth soften man's rude stubborn mind, 

'• And make him gentle, mild, and kind? 

5/ 'Tis Woman. 

Who binds us all to one another^ 
By silken bands of father, mother. 
Of husband, children, sister, brother? 

'Ti8 Woman. 
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6 

When hours of abs^ce past we meet, 
Say, who enraptur'd runs to greet 
Our glad return with kisses sweet ? 

Ti8 Woman. 
7 
Who, by a word, a touch, a sigh. 
The simple glancing of her eye, 
Can fill the soul with ecstax^y ? 

'Tis Woman. 

^ i-^ 

Bid me with mandate stern prepare *|* 

To cope with death, with grief, or care, ' 
An, all, undaunted I wouH bear 

For Woman. 
9 . 

Guide me to mountains white with llftW* ♦ * 
Where chilling wmds forever blow, 
E'eri there contented I wQuld go ^ 

With Woman. 
10 
Friend and companion is a'Wife, 
Who, in a world of care and strife, 
Doth kindly cheer and sweeten life : 

Blest Woman. 
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in. 

LOVE. 

A GLEE. 

From The Lay of the Last MtnnuEU 

BY WAWEE SCOTT, ESQ. 

COMPOSED BY ATTWOOD. 

In peace, Love tunes the Shepberd^s reed ; 

In war he mounts the warrior's steed; 

In halls, in gay attire is seen; 

In hamlets, dances on the green. 

Love rules the court, the camp, the grove, 
^ffi men below, and saints above ; 
^ht love is heaven, and heaven is love. 



IV. 
TRUE LOVE. 

FROM THE SAME. 



Tkue Love's the gift which God has given 
To man alone beneath the heaven. 

It is not Fantasy's hot fire. 

Whose wishes^ soon as granted, fly; 
It liveth not in fierce desire. 

With dead desire it doth not die ; 

It is the secret sympathy, ^ 

The silver link, the silken tie. 
Which heart to heart, and mind to mind, 
In body and in soul can bind. 
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V. 

THE BREATH OF LOVE. 

From tk§ Oratorio of Joseph mnd Alt Brttkren. 
BY JAMES MILLER. 

What's sweeter than thcnew-blown rose, 
Or breezes from the new-mown close? 
What's sweeter than an April morn, 
Or May-day's silver fragrant thorn ? 
What than Arabians spicy grove ? 
— O sweeter far the breath of Love. 



TI. 
LOVE. 

From The Ploy •/ The MjfiteiioMS Briie^ 
BY LUMLEY ST. GEORGE SKEFFINGTON, ESQ. 

1 

Beware the fond delusion, 

Which simple hearts revere, 
Nor heed the bold intrusion 

Of passion insincere ; 
For hearts may seem expiring 

With sighs of deep despair ; 
For ?yes may gaze admiring, 

And yet no love be there. 
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2 
But when the mind resigning 

Distinction's flattering state. 
Prefers, without repining, 

Humility of fate ; 
When wealth's unbounded tueasure 

Creates no transient care ; 
When poverty is pleasure, 

Be certain love is there. 



VII. 
THE RICHES OF LOVE. 

A Glee for four voices : S^ R, Cooke, 
WRITTBH BY MISS WUJilAMS. 



No riches from his scanty store, 

My lover could impart ; 
He gave a boon I valued more. 

He gave me all his heart. 
But now, for me, in searcli of gain, 

From shore to shore he flies ; 
Why wander riches to obtain. 

When love is all I prize ! 
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VIII. 
HEARTS. 

FROM THE OPERA OF LOVE's TRIALS* 
BY MR. PRATT. 

1 

No claim upon an honest heart, 
Gold or grandeur can impart, 
And the breast that's true to love^ 
Faithful TOWS alone can move. 

What is empire, what a throne? 
Hearts were never briVdj but won; 
Riches are too poor to buy 
One gentle smile^ one tender sigh. 



IX. 

CONNUBIAL LOVE. 



1 

Thy sacred sweets, Connubial-Love, 
Flow from affections much refin'd; 

Affections (source of bliss above!) 
Mutual, constant, warm and kind. 
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2 

Hail, holy flaiiie! hail^ sacred tie! 

That bifids two geatle souls m one ! 
On equal mags their trouMes fly, 

In equal streams their pleasures run : 
3 
These pleastires from their duties flow ; 

Hence joys in quick succession come ; 
Each day thej more enamoured grow ; 

And have no wish, — ^beyoncf their home. 

'4 
Happy the Youth who finds a Bride, 

In sprighfly days of Health and Ease : 
Whos^ temper to his own alUed, 

No knowledge seeks— but how to please. 
5 
A thousand sweets their days attend ! 

A thousand comforts rise* around ! 
Here Husband, Parent, Wife and Friend, 

In every dearest sense, are found. 



X. 
CONNUBIAL LdVU. 

1 
Thb lore that loolcs-to-pfefleBt joy^ 
And riote in Seduction^s bov'r, 
c c 
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Came arm'd with Satan to destroj, 
And Adain caught in evil hoar.* 
O let the lay thy youthful bosom more 
To dread the horrors of Olicit love! 

2 
But Lore that looks to future bliss, 
Nor blushes to confess his name, 
Taught Adam first the sacred kiss ; 

And bearing peace from heaven he came. 
O let the lay thy youthful bosom move 
To woo the blessbgs of connubial love! 

H- K. B. 

ISOO. 



XL 
THE GOOD HUSBAND. 

BY CHAOIiOTTE RICHARDSON. 
1 

Ye Fair, who would a partner chuse, 
Yet tremble lest your choice be wrong, 

For you a Sister's lowly muse 
Attempts to pour th' instructive song. 

• Sm MiUon. Pbrad. Loit. B.ix. 1.494. &o. 
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2 

She bids you shun with cautious care 
The s6ns of yice, a numerous train, 

Of all their specious arts beware, 
Nor listen to their fiatt'ring strain. 

3 
But he who walks in wisdom's ways, 

Who makes the law of God his guide. 
Whose actions speak his Maker's praise, 

In him you safely may confide. 

4 
His love through every scene will last, 

Nor time his constancy impair, 
E'en when the charms of youth are past^ 

Still in his eyes you will be fair. 

5 
Like Joshua, he will serve the Lord, 

And teach his household so to do, 
His rule of life the written word. 

Its precept* daily kept in view.' 

6 

If to your mutual earnest prayer 
Some pledges of your love be given, 

With all a Parent's watchful care 
He'll train them up as heirs of heaven. 
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7 
Should sickness bend jroor fedble fraoie. 

The glow of health forsake joar cheek. 
His tenderness will be the ssune, 

His voice the words of comforjb speal^. 

8 
'Twill be his task to lead your mind 

From second causes up to God, 
To teach you how to be resigned, 

And meekly bow beneath his rod. 

9 
He*ll tell you of a Saviour's love 

Salvation's wond'rous plan explain. 
And poinl yon to ike f eahns above 

Wbere eveiiaeting pleasuMs *ieig«. 

10 
Blest is her lot who thus prefers 

In Christim baiid« b> be alUeid, 
The sure the «icstatic hope is bjsr's ' 

To meet where death can ne'er divide. 
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XII. 

THE GOOD WIFE, 

FROM PROVERBS XXXI. 
BY THE SAME. 



1 

Who shall a virtuous female gain ? 
Her worth what language can explain ? 
Her husband's heart in her confides, 
Discretion all her conduct guides^ 

2 
She knows each various work to chuse, 
Her hands no needful task refuse, 
But rises with the morning light, 
And orders all her house aright. 

3 
She hast^ the household goods to buy, 
The garden blooms beneath her eye, 
While temperance preserves her health. 
And frugal care augments her wealth. 

4 
Yet to the needy of her land 
She stretches forth the liberal hand ; 
Her maids stem winter's storms behold 
Well cloath'd and guarded froni the cold, 
c c2 



"I 
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6 

Nor doth she lack the rich attire 
Her rank and fortune may require; 
Her husband by her worth is known 
When with the rulers he sits down. 

6 
In time to come she shall rejoice, 
The law of kindness prompts her voice, 
Her industiy is fam'd a&r, 
Honour and strength her doalhing are. 

7 
Her children rise and call her blest, 
While joy pervades her husband's breast : 
** Though many daughters have done well, 
Yet thou, my Fair, do'st all exc^I!'* 

8 

Favour's deceitful, befwity vam. 
But love of God shall praise obtain ; 
Her works shall speak her tr^ly great, 
While distant lands her praise relate. 
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XIH. 

BEAUTY. 

BY CHARLOTTB SICHAJUMOV. 



Bcantjr U tain, but « woman that fearetb the Lord the ihall be prtlwd. 
Pbov. zxsi. 90, 



1 

Beauty is but a &4iog flower, 
The short-liv*d triumph of an hour 

Is all that it can boast; 
Unless good sense and yirtue bind 
More firm the fetters of the mind 

Its power is quickly lost. 
9 
The sparkling eye, the dimpled smile 
May some unwary heart beguile, 

Yet will not long secure : 
But when esteem and love unite, 
The flame of pure afiection bright 

Forever shall endure. 
3 
The finest form, the loveliest face 
Adom'd with ev'ry youthful grace 

Will quickly cease to charm, 
Since short is beauty's reign, for soon 
Disease can spoil the finest bloom 

And all its power disarm. 
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4 

Then boast not of your matchless fonn. 
But rather seek your min(J to adorn 

With virtue*s rich array ; 
Let nobler themes your care employ, 
Seek for that pure substantial joy 

Which never can decay. 

5 

How blest is she who fears the Lord, 
Guiding her conduct by his word 

Each vain desire repels ; 
Her mind with heavenly wisdom fraught, 
No envious, no repining thought 

Within her bosom dwells. 

6 
She, she alone is truly wise 
Aspiring to a higher prize 

Than earth could ever give : 
She shall be prais'd while time shall last. 
And, when this fleeting life is past. 

In endless glory live. 
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XIV. 

MARY'S EVENING SIGH. 

BY ROBERT BLOOMFIELD. 



I 

How bright with pearl the western sky ! 

How glorious far and wide, 
Yon Imes of golden clouds that lie 

So peaceful side by side ! 
Their deepening tints, the arch of light^ 

All eyes with rapture see; 
E'en while I sigh I bless the sight 

That lures my love from me. 

Green hill, that shad'fit the valley here, 

Thou biear'st upon thy brow 
The only wealth to Mary dear, 

And all she'll ever know. 
There, in the crimson light I see, 

Above thy summit rise, 
My Edward's form, he looks to me 

A statue in the skies* 
3 
Descend, my love, the hour is come, 

Why Imger on the hill ? 
The sun hath left my qtiiet home, 

But thou can'st see him still ; 
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Yet why a lonely wanderer stray, 

Alone the joy pursue ? 
The glories of the closing day 

Can charm thy Mary too. 

4 
Dear Edward, when we strolVd along 

Beneath the waving corn, 
And both confessed tlie power of song, 

And bless'd the dewy morn. 
Your eye o'erflow'd, " How sweet," you cried, 

(My presence then could move) 
" How sweet, with Mary by my side 

To gaze and talk of love I" 

5 
Thou art not false ! that cannot be ; 

Yet I my rivals deem 
Each woodland charm, the moss, the tree^ 

The silence, and the stream ; 
Whate'er my love, detains thee now, 

I'll yet forgive thy stay ; 
But with to-morrow's dawn come thou^ 

We'll brush the dews away* 
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XV. 
tHE DAMSEL'S LAMENTATION. 



1 
I oif c£ was a maiden, ah, blest was the day ! 
when 
Young Richard iirst courted, and told me his 
love, 
I listened too fearless to what he*d to say then, . 
My heart was too open, too easy to move. 

2 
He promised me marriage, — ^but why did I hear 
him? 
Why yield to his suit ere the church mado 
us one ? 
Ah, now he has left m^; no charms can endear 
him. 
He's left me to sorrow, and I am undone* 

3 
Yet, had he been true to the promise he made 
me, 
When first he endeavoured my fond heart to 
win, 
O yet must I say, that he still had betrayed mc. 
Our love, all unsanctioned, commencM but 
in sin. 
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4 

Ye maidens, attend to the truth Tm declaring, — 
O think nought but mamage can sanction 
your love ; 
Ne'er listen to vows, — oft false is love's swear- 
ing,— 
Be marriage the test the true lover to prove. 
5 
When two spotless hearts are by marriage united. 
Then fair is the prospect, the bond of true love, 
Then love will increase, nor the wife e'er be 
slighted, 
And Heav'n will the union with blessings 
approve. 



XVI. 
MARY 

THE MAID OP BUTTERMERE. 
Tvsm: ,4 lien Brooke of fVindtrmere* 

I 
Tho* beauty shone in Mary's face. 
In person too a polish'd grace, 
Yet I admlr'd in Mary most. 
The village maid's superior boast. 
Since truth and modesty appear 
In Mary, maid of Buttermere. 
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« . ! 

Tho' servant she at village inn, 
Full many strove her love to wki, 
Tho' flattery oft would speak- her praise, 
And strive th' unhallow'd flame to raise. 

Yet such love tales she would not hear ! 

■1 

The beauteous maid of Buttermere. 

3 ' ] 

At length an artful spoiler came, 
And under a fictitious name, 
And under honour's specious mask, 
Her hand in marriage bonds did ask ; ] 
She, too incautious, lent an ear. 
The beauteous maid of Buitermere. 

4 
Of family and fortune both 
The spoiler spake, — that he was loth 
To tell his kindred of his love. 
Lest they his choice should disapprove ; 
Imprudently she paus'd to hear, 
The beauteous maid of Battermere» 

5 
'Twas told, the marriage rite scarce o'er, 
The name of wife another bore, 
The guileless fair one thus betray'd, — 
No longer wife, no longer maid , — 
Abandon'd, see, to sorr/)w's tear 
The beauteous maid of Buttermere. 

D d 
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6 

Be warn'd by this, each lowly maid. 
Nor by ambition be betray'd. 
That lover's suit be still denied, 
Who will not own you for his bride. 
Sad is the lesson taught you here, — 
Ah ! hapless maid of Buttermere. 



XVII. 
MY MISTRESS, 

BT COWPER. 



1 

Ye minor beauties of the night, 
That poorly satisfy our eyes 

More by your munbers than your light, 
You common people of the skies, 
What are you when the sun shall rise ? 
2 

Ye curious chaunters of the wood. 
That warble forth dame Nature's lays, 

Thinking your passions understood 
By your weak accents, what's your praise 
When Philomel her voice shall raise ? 
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3 

Ye violets that first appear, 
By your pure purple mantles known, 

Like'the proud virgins of the year, 
As if the spring was all your owit, 
What are you when the Rose is blown ? 

4 
So, when my mistress does appear. 

In sweetness of her looks and mind. 
By Virtue first, then choice approved, 

Tell me if she was not designed 

T' eclipse the glory of her kind ? 



XVIIL 
THE HAPPY PAIR. 

VROM THE GOS8IP*8 8T0RT. 
BY MRS. WEST. 



1 

Go, daughters of fashion, for pleasure. repine. 
The joys ye pursue are not equal to mine ; 
The humours of thousands for your's must agree, 
Mine center in Henry, and Henry's in me. 
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2 

The rose thrice hath bloomed on tlie chapkt of 

Maj, 
Since I bowM at the altar^ and yow^d to obey ; 
Talk not of restrictions, the band I approye, 
'Tis sanctioned by reasmi, religion, and love. 

3 , 
Gay carols the lark as \fe rise in the mom, 
And at evening the blackbird chaunts sweet on 

the thorn, 
We join in tLv. concert, T¥by should we refrain,? 
^Our hearts are as grateful, as lively ourstraiD. 

4 

We bask in the sunshine which sununer supplies, 
And count, fertile autumn I thy exquisite dies; 
No terror in ice-mantled winter we see, 
A book and a song still can conquer ennui. 

5 

Domestic, yet cheerful, delighted to blend, 
By prudent attentions, the lover and friend. 
In wedlock's full cup we sbme bitters expect, 
And allow for the frailties we try to correct. 

6 
Tho' shunning.the many, wild Comus's crew. 
For social enjoyment we chuse but a few ; 
Those few round our table shall frequently meet, 
Sincere be the welcome, and simple the treat. 
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7 

Our boy on my bosom I cherish with pride. 
He calls to those duties we gladly divide ; 
May he live when our limit of being is done, 
And our names and our virtaes suryive in our son* 



XIX. 
THE WIFE'S DITTY. 

1 
Johnny's left me for a while, 

O'er the mountams he's away, 
May he wander free from toil, 

May his hours be bly the and gay. 
Let not rams or rushing rills 

E'er his winding way oppose. 
Nor piercing winds, nor craggy hills, 

Nor hard'ning frosts, nor fleeting snows. 
2 
When the dusk of eve appears, 

May no will-a-wisp mislead ; 
May the roof of mirth be near. 

Sweet refreshing sleep succeed. 
While from day to day he roves, 

Forc'dsofar, so long to roam. 
He'll think on her he fondly loves. 

For Johnny's heart is still at home*^ 
Dd2 
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3 

Her thoughts are with him where he stmysy 

Go where he will, she'll swift pursue, 
O'er dreary heaths, or peopled ways, 

She'll have his image still in view, — 
And when her Johnny comes to rest^ 

And counts his tedious travels o'er. 
She'll clasp him to her faithful breast, 

He's come to leave hi» love na more. 



XX. 

THE WIFE'S INVOCATION. 

BY GEORGE WITHER. 
1 

No Joy or Grief can in this Life, 

More sweet or bitter be, 
Than, when the Husband and the Wife, 

ShaH well, or ill, agree. 

Where they shall rightly sympathise, 
The dearest Friendship grows; 

But, if, betwixt them, strife arise, 
They prove the greatest foes. 

' 3 

Lord! rectify our hearts, therefore, 
And sanctify them so, 



5w-«::;:3^ps^ 
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TTliat to each other, more and more, 
Endeared we may grow : 

4 
Until our frail imperfect love 

By steps upraised be, 
From things below to things above,. 

And perfected in Thee. 
5 
Betwixt us let'ho jarrs be found. 

Or breach of faith be fear'd ; 
Within our walks, let not the sound 

Of bitter words be heard. 

6 . 
Preserve me from those peevish tricks, 

Which merit Scorn or Hate, 
From all those Humours of my Sex, - 

Which Wise-men's love abate. 

7 
Let this in mind be always had. 

My Husband to prefer, 
The Woman for the Man was made, 

And not the Man for Her. 

8 
And that my heart may not despise 

His pleasure to fulfil ; 
Let his commands be jmt and wise^ 

Discreet, and Loving, still. 
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XXL 

CONJUGAL DUTY. 

FEOM love's trials. 
1 

Could I a thousand sceptres swaj, 

A subject still to thy controul, 
Thy gentle laws I would obey, 

And thou be monarch bf my soul. 
2 
Or were I plac'd in highest state, 

High as Ambition pants to be, 
The proud distinctbn I" should hate. 

Dear Henry, if not shar'd with thee. 



XXIL 
THE PARENT. 

' from the Dramatic Pastoral of AttCADiJ. 
BY BOBRRT LLOYD. 

^ 1 

With joy the Parent loves to trace 
Rosemblance in his children's face: 
And, as he forms their docile youth 
To walk the steady paths of truth. 
Observes them shooting into men, 
And lives in them life o'er again. 
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2 

While active sons, with eager flame, 
Catch virtue at their father's name ; 
When full of glory, full of age, 
The Parent quits this busy stage, 
What in the sons we most admire 
Calls to new life the honoured sire. 



XXIIL 
FEW HAPPY MATCHES. 

BY DR. WATTS. 



1 

Say, mighty-Love, and aid my song, . 
To whom thy sweetest joys belong,- 

And who the happy pairs, 
Whose yielding hearts and joining hands. 
Find blessings twisted with their bands 

To soften all their cares ? 
2 
Not the wild herds of nymphs and swains,. 
That thoughtless fly into the chains, 

As custom leads the way : 
If there be bliss without design, 
Ivies and oaks may grow and twine, . 

And be as blest as they. 
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3 

Not sordid souls of earthly mould. 
Who, drawn by kindred charms of gold, 

To dull embraces move ! 
So two rich mountains of Peru 
May rush to wealthy marriage too, 

And make a world of love. 

Not minds of melancholy strain, 
Still silent, or that still complain, 

Can the dear bondage bless : 
As well may heavenly concerts spring 
From two old lutes with ne'er a string. 

Or none beside the bass. 
5 
Nor can the soft endearments hold 
Two jarring souls of angry mould, 

The rugged and the keen : 
Sampson's young foxes might as weU 
In bands of cheerful wedlock dwell, 

With firebrands ty'd between. 
6 
Nor let the cruel fetter^ bind 
A gentle to a savage mind, 

For love abhors the sight : 
. Loose the fierce tiger from the deer. 
For native rage and native fear 

Rise and forbid delight. 
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7 

Two kindest souls alone must meet ; 
*Tis ftiendship makes the bondage sweet, 

And feeds their mutual loves : 
[Religion must light up the flame, 
Their faith and practice be the same. 

Best bliss on earth it proves.] 



XXIV. 
JOHN AND SUSAN. 

BY TUB REV. C. BUCKLE. 



JOHN. 

Come hither srw^et Susan, and by me sit down,^ 
Let's consult how soon wedlock shall make thee 

my own, 
For you are my true love, my joy and my dear, 
PI prithee, Love, let us be married this year. 

SUSAN. 

, I pray hpnest John, do not think of such things. 
For marriage both trouble and care with it 
brings^ 
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Besides times are hard and provisions are dear, 
Which makes me so loth to be married this year. 

JOHN. 

If times they be hard, and our money be scaot^ 
I'll do my endeavour, that you shall not want, 
I'll follow my oxen with diligent care, 
I prithee, Love, let us be married this year. 

SUSAN. 

Should our numbers increase, 'twill increase 

our expense, 
I fear a sad lack of pounds, shillings and pence, 
Here's this thing and that thing will come very 

dear, 
Which makes me so loth, to be manied tliis 

year. 

JOHN. 

Farewell, and Farewell, since it e'en must bcso 
I am fully resolv'd to another to go. 
For good luck or bad luck I never wiH fear, 
For I am resolv'd to be married ^ijs year. 

SUSAN 

Stay Johnny, my J ohnny^^. why in such haste, 
J will Bfe your true Love^^'en as long as life last, 
The bells they shall ringf^d the music play clear, 
For joy, John and Susan are married this year. 




'•WSP^TfW 
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.^ A. A. V • 

JOHN AND SUSAN. 



PART II. 



JOHN. 

Come hither, sweet Susan, and sit by my side, 
Ten years have roird o'er qs smce thou wert a 

bride. 
Is your heart still uncliang'd, your affection 

tome 
As great as when first I was married to thee I 

suSan. •, 

In truth, honest John, my Whole heart is thine 

own, 
I love thee most dearly, and thee love alone, 
And I hope, as a partner, you ever in me, 
IJave found one both loving and faithful to thee. 

WHN. 

yes — ^but when crosses and troubles perplex, 

1 fear that sometimes my sweet Susan I vex, 
Yet look in my bosom, and there you will see. 
That all my fond wishes still ceater in thee. 

£ e 
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SUSAN. 

iDcIeed, my dear husband, you never yjfjfi find, 
That man or that woman can always be kind, 
No sky without clouds can you long hope to see, 
Such trifles are little regarded by me. 

JOHK. 

When with rapture I gaze on our dear little Sue, 
I rejoice to possess such a pattern of you, 
She lisps and she prattles and climbs up my 

knee, 
I kiss her, and then I bless Heaven and thee. 

SUSAN. 

When I see our dear Johnny at foot ball and 

play, 
So sturdy, so blithsome, so manly and gay, 
His father's dear form in his image I see, 
O ! may he prove honest, and faithful like thee. 

BOTH. 

In aifection united, then long may we prove. 
All the joys, that arise from connubial love. 
And each married couple, Heav'n grant they 

may be. 
Like John and like Susan, as happy as we. 



r 
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^ XXVI. 

WIFE CHILI^REI^.AND FRIENDS. 

» 
BY THE HON, WILLIAM ROBERT SPENCER. 



1* 

Iv the stock of our bliss is in strangest hapds 
vested, 
The fund, ill secur'd, oft in bankruptcy ends, 
But the heart issues bills that are never protested 
When drawn on the firm of Wife, Children 
and Friends. ' ^ . 

The' valour still glows in' his life*s waning 
embers, 
The death-woundecl tar (who his colours 
defends) * 

Drops a tear of regret as he dying remembers 
How blest waiS his home, with Wife, Chil- 
dren and Friends* 



• The first vene of this Spii|f l^eiag ifadmissible upon ihe 
Editor's principles, is omittedy,^ The Song was too beautiful 
and Taluable io its seDtiments to be entirely rejected od account 
•ftfaaA. 
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2 

The Soldier, whose deeds live hnmortal ia 
storjr, 
Whom diity to hi distant latitude sends, 
With transport would barter whole ages of 
glory 
For one happy day jvith Wife, Children and 
Friends. 
Tho' spice-breathing gales o'er his carayan 
hover, 
TW round him Arabia's whole fragrance 
ascends, • . ,. 

The Merchant still thinks of the woodbines 
that cover 
The bow*r where he sat with Wife, Children 
and Friends. 



The day-spring of Youth still unclouded with 

sorrow 
. Alone on itself for enjoyment depends, 
But drear is the twi%ht of Age, if it borrow 
No warmth from the smiles of Wife, Children 
and Friends. 
Let the breath of Renown ever freshen and 
flourish 
The laurel which o'er her dead favorite bends^ 
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O'er me wave the willow, and long may it 
flourish 
Bedew*d with the tears of Wife, Chil^en 
and Fi^ends. 

4 
Let us drink, — ^for my song growing graver and 
graver 
To subjects too solemn insensibly tends, 
Let us drink, — ^pledge me high! Love and 
Vvrtiie shall flavour 
Th« glass that I fill to Wife, Children and 
Friends. 
And if, in the hope this fair island to plunder 

The tyrant of Franpe to invade us pretepds, 
How his legions will shrink when our arm'd 
freemen thunder 
The war-cry of Britons, Wife, Children 
and FniE^Ds 1 



I 
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XXVII. 

LOVE AT FIFTY. 

BY MR. DIBBIN. 



1 

When I told jou your cheeks wore the Uosh of 
the rose, 
That the spring was the type of your youth, 
That no lily a tint like your neck cookl 
disclose, 
I made lore in the language of truth : 

Yet the loveliest rose, once the summer away. 

Of its bloom leaves no vestige behind ; 
But your bloom, when the summer of life shall 
decay. 

Fresh as ever shall glow ih your mind. 
2 
See the Bee, as from flower to flower be roves, 

The sweets of the garden explore. 
And in winter to feast on the banquet he loyes, 

Lay in his industrious'store : 

So all your employment thro' life's busy day. 
Is the sweets drawn from goodness to find. 

Reason's feast to supply, and cheat winter away, 
From that source of perfection, your mind. 
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3 

And thus, as the seasons of life pass away, , 

We enjoy ev'ry various scene ; 
The spring all expanding, the summer all gay, 

The autumn all mild and serene ; ' 

You are yet in your summer ; but when on your 
head, 

While from all admiration you find, 
Silver winter its honours shall sacredly shed, 

Still summer shall bloom in your mind. 



XXVIII. 
THE SONG OF SEVENTY. 

BT J. B. 



1 

I TOLD you, Mary, told you true,' 
If love to favour had a claim. 
That all its wishes warm'd my breast. 
And you were still my constant theme ; 
I told you then if mine you were, 
The pride of rank you must forego, 
And all the pomp of dress resign, 
For wealth I had not to bestow ; 
And, Mary, thou did'st not reprove. 
And bade me hope, and bade me love ! 
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O, Mary, on thy lovely neck, 

The diamond shone with sweeten'd glance, 

And graceful was the silken robe, 
That mark'd tiiy motioii% in the dance, 
And joyous were the pompous croud, 

Thy birth entitled thee to Join ; 
Yet pomp, and wealthy and friends jou left, 

To be acknowledged, Mary— mine. 
Thou lovely did'st my suit approve. 
And bade me hope, and bade me love ! 



*Tis long now, Mary, since -we met, 

Stilf are my joints and hoar my hair ; 
E'en your cheeks too the wrinkles mark. 

And yet, my love, you're wond'rous fair, 
And were the wrinkles stronger stiU, 

While accents cheerful grac'd your tongue, 
How could I think but on those smiles 

And accents that adorn'd thee young, 
When thou, love, did^st my suit approve, 
And bade me hope, and bade me love ! 

4 

How often, Mary, has my heart 
With secret rapture beat thy praise, 

While on your breast our in&nts hung, 
I mark'd thw mother's leader gaze, 



1 



For tho' dtou gladly would'st fulfil 
The same kind office for me still, 
Thy sight now seconds not thy will^ 

My Mary ! 
5 
But well thou play'd'st the huswife's part^ 
And all thy threads with curious art, 
Have wound themselves about this heart, 

My Mary t 
6 

Thy indistinct expressions seem 

Like language utter'd in a dream ; 

Yet me they charm, whate'er the theme. 

My Mary ! 

Thy silver locks, once auburn bright, 
Are still more lovely in my sight 
Than golden beams of orient light, 

My Mary! 

For could I view nor them nor thee, 
What sight worth seeing could I see? 
-The sun would rise in vain for me. 

My Mary ! 

Partakers of thy sad decline. 
Thy hands their little force resign ; 
Yet gently prest, press gently muie. 

My Maryl 



326 AVATOBY 80N68. 

10 

Such feebleness of limbs thou prov'st, 
That now at every step thou mov'st, 
Upheld by two, yet still thou loy'st, 

My Mary I 
11 
And still to love, tho' prest with ill, 
In wintry age to feel no chill, 
With me is to be loyely still, 

My Mary! 
13 
But ah! by constant heed I know, 
How oft the sadness that I show, 
Transforms thy smiles to looks of woe, 

My Mary! 
13 
And should my future lot be cast 
With much resemblance of the past, 
Thy worn-out heart will break at last. 

My Mary! 
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LETTER VI. 

ON THE SOKCfS CONTAINBD IN THB 

SUPPLEMENT TO MR. EVANS'S PUBLICATION | 

WITH A POSTSCEIPT ON THE SONGS IN THE 

LITERARY MISCELLANY. 



SepimUr 18, 181<K 
SIR, 

A.8 I conceiy^ it to be necessary to the com- 
pletion of my plan to examine 'the Songs con- 
tained in Mr. Evans's Supplement, though you 
yourself are not farther responsible for them, 
than as several of them are contained in your 
volume of Vocal Poetry, I shall in this Letter 
emisider those Songs ivhich have not before 
come under my notice. 

The first Song, one of Ariel's in The Tempest, 
« Where the bee sucks, there lurk I ;" (p. 259.) 
being a Fairy Song, falls under a former 
censure. (See p. 68. and 104.) 

^<Whendaisiespiedandvioletsblue,"(p.SS9.) 
has been in some measure noticed before, (see 
p. 26.) and your omission of a vulgar and indecent 
allusion in quoting it. The introduction'of the 
word " smocks", in these days, at least, is 
vulgar, as is the manner in which Turtles are 
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mentioned in the second verse^ I introdoced 
this song, nvith some alterations and an addi- 
tional verse, into the third yolome of mj 
Collection. 

The expressions, ** Men 'were deceivers ever," 
and " The fraud of men was ever so,'' in 
<^ Sigh no more, ladies, sigh no more," (p. 260.) 
are much too general and severe. 

** Wrong not, sweet mistress of my hevt!'' 
(p. 261.) b extravagant and wants ^^ discretion/' 
. <^ Drink to me onlj with thine eyes,*' 
(p.2630 is hig^-flown rather than Bacchanalian^ 
The sei^iraeiit, 

Ttie Ihirti that from the told doth rke. 
Doth ask a driok divine^ 

is literally true, if applied in its proper and 
h%her sense ; but with ^^ Jove's nectar'^ we have 
nothing to do. One of the most pleasing sen* 
timents on this subject with which I am ac* 
quainted, is in the third scene of the finirth Act 
ef Julius Caesar, the celebrated jscene of the 
quarrel and reoonciliation. ^ jSrutns and Cas- 
^iuB: Bnltussays, 

dVe me « b&ufi of wHie s— 
l8 thill bury all imkbidnen. Cassias. (Drinks.) 

CASSIUS. 
My beart is thirsty for that noble pledge : 
Filly Lucius, till the wine o*er-swe11 the cup; 
I eaooot driok too mochor Bratus' iof<e. 
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Bishop Home had a most happy turn for giving 
a moral or spiritual meaning to some of the 
common occurrences of life, and some passages 
from the poets. In his Essays and Thoughts, 
Article Devotion §. 6, 7, 10 and 11. are some 
specimens of this. One of the sentiments ^hich 
should prevail in our minds in drinking of the 
sacred cup should be, 

Jo this I bury all ankiodDesa. 

In " Away with these self-loving lads/' (p. 264.) 
it is said, 

" Away, poor souls, that si^ch and weep, 
Iq love of tbiwe that be asleep :*' 

by asleep does he mean dead? 
It goes on, 

For Cupid is a merry God, 
And forceth none to kiss the rod. 

These are terms of levity, applied to serious 
ideas; especially to that of chastisement inflicted 
by a divine power. 
In V. 2. It is said 

Sweet Cupid's shafts, like destiny. 
Do causeless good or ill decree. 

And in v. 3. mention is made of Cupid's 
miracles. 

*< Sweet are the charms of her I love," by 

Kfg 
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Barton Booth, (p. S65.) is a very beatttifiil 
poem. In the 6th verse the term Godhead, as 
applied to love, is objectionaUe) especiallj as it 
seems to mean Cupid. 

<< My sheep I neglected/' (p. S670 is a 
pleasing specimen of pastoral poetry , and oon- 
veys a good moral lesson. 

'< My time, O ye Muses! was happily 
spent,'* (p. S68.) by Byrom, into which he 
introduces ** Cupid", — " no pitying power 
thai hears me complain,'' — << Deity," addressed 
to Cupid, and <^ despair", stands in need of 
fiemg corrected by his own ^^ Hint to Christian 
Poets", which I have giv« in the Introductiw 
to my first volume* P. xxxviii. 

In the Song, ^^ We all to conquering beaaty 
bow," (p. ^3.) the lady addressed is repre- 
sented as having all perfections, and amongst 
others, being ^^ Like the divining prophets, 
wise". She is also 

Modestt jet gay ; rewrv^dt yet frecf 
Each happy night a bride i 

yet it appears from the next verse, that she is 
not married. 

" How blest has my time been", (p. 274.) is 
given in my first volume with the omission of the 
third verse, as I thought the trial of Jesse's 
te^iper both needless and wrong. 
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« When first I dar'd by soft suiprwe", 
Cp. 275.) may be considered as free from 
objection in a moral yiew. ' 

'* I never knew a sprightly fair", (p. 27T.) 
contains the sentiment, ^^ I do not more incline 
to one Than I incline to all", which one does not 
wish to become general. * 

In.. ** Ah ! cruel maid, how hast thou 
chang'd", (p. 279.) the poet might have spared 
the eurs^d in the 5th verse ; and certainly he 
concludes with a very reprehensible encourage- 
ment to the indulgence of haired. 

The Song " Ask'st thou " how long ray love ' 
shall stay," (p. 280.) consists of the two last 
verses of the one before noticed, b^inning 
" Dried be that tear my gentlest love". See 
p. 244. 

« SaMy in our ADey",— « Of aH the girls that 
are so^art," (p. 282.) is a vulvar, and, in some 
respects, coarse song, to a very beautiful tune. 
The late ingenious Collins, author of The Even* 
ing Brush, wrote a Parody upon this, which 
shall be given under the Class Ingenious and 
Humourous Songs, it begins with ^' The Bard 
who glows with Grub-street fire, in Sally's 
praise profuse is." 

" To all you ladies now at land,** (p. 291. > 
-contains some " Muses" and " Neptune" and 
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some extrayagant sentiment. It is a favouritey 
and might, by curtailing and a few other smaQ 
alterations, be made suitable for a collection. 

" You tell me I'm handsome," (p. 99i.) is 
given in my second volume. 

<< Hark i hark ! 'tis a voice from the tomb !" 
(p. 995.) may be classed vith the songs censured 
in the Postscript to Letter ii. (p. 58, &c.> and is 
liable also to the objection of dying for laoe. 

In ^^ A chieftain to the Highlands bound", 
(p. 297.) we have a waier-wraUh. 

The Songs ^^ Come, live with me and be my 
love," by Marlow, (p. 302.) and « If aU the 
world and love were young," by Sir Walter 
Raleigh, (p. 203.) are introduced in that de- 
lightful work The Complete Angler, by 
Isaac Walton, as being sung by The Milk 
Maid and her mother, (chap, iv.) Sir John 
Hawkins, in his edition of that work, says that 
the first of these songs, ^^ though a beautifiil one^ 
is not so purely pastoral, as it is generally 
thought to be ; buckles of gold^ coral clasps 
and amber studs, silver dishes and ivorj^ tables, 
are luxuries ; and consist not with the parsimony 
and simplicity of rural life and manners." I 
introduced these songs, with some alterations, 
into my third volume. 

" A nymph of ey'ry charm possessed/' 
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(p. 307.) is, in the third verse, too warm. The 
word adore in the 4th verse had better be read 
admire. Here again we have dj/ing for love. 

** I neW could anylustir^see 

IB eyes tllatw<Mild not look oo me i" (P. 312.) 

shews a passion wholly selfish. 

*^ Dear Chloe what means this disdain," 
(p. 314.) is coarse and profligate. 

" How yonder Ivy courts the Oak," (p. 318.) 
is a good lesson against an attachment to a harlot, 

** When Damon languished at my fijet," 
(p. 319.) from the Tragedy of the Gamester, is 
a beautiful Song. The word may had better be 
substituted for shall in the last line. 

^* From anxious zeal and factious strife,'* 
(p. 320.) is not a bad song. It had been better 
had the slighted lover had recourse to the 
Sacred Volume rather than to " Newton V 
tempting page". Neither of them, however, 
accord with his " idly trifle life away". 

In^^ Why heaves my fond bosom ?" (p. 321.) 
there is perhaps a little extravagance, in the 
lover's saying he is enslav^dhy her mind. Ti^re 
is more, in speaking in so easy a manner of dying 
for love. Otherwise the song appears good ; as 
describing wdl some efieCts of love, ' and as 
giving to the mind a decided superiority over 
the charms of the&ce. 
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<< Ask if yon damask rose be swe^" 
(p. S26.) from the Oratorio of Susanna, is a 
beautiful and tender air. 

" Would you taste the noontide air", bj 
Milton, (p. 327.) is too warm* A Parody on 
this " Would you taste the morning air," was 
given in my second volume. 

" Blue^eyed Mari/y'' — " In a cottage em- 
bosomed within a deep shade," (p. 335.) is a 
good moral lesson, but is told in language, per« 
haps, rather coarse. 

^^ My temples with clusters of grapes I^D 
entwine," (p. 339.) is downright Bacchanalian. 

" Says Plato, Why should man be vain," 
(p. 340.) is introduced into the second volume 
of my Collection with some alterations, il 
begins there, '^ Ah! why, my friend, should 
man be vain". 

^^ Sweet maid, if thou would'st charm mjr 
s^^^>" (P* 342.) is too voluptuous. And the 
passage which mentions the frowning Zcaiois 
and their Eden is in danger of becoming pro- 
fane, from being applied by voluptuaries here 
to the Eden of our Bible. 

Boy ! let yoo liquid rubyflovr, 
Aod bid thy pensive beart be glad, 
* W bateVr the frowning lealotf mj & 
Tell them their Eden cannot sfaeir 
A stream so clear as Rocnabad, 
A bower so sweet as Maidlay* 
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The calling the wife of Potiphar (Genesis 
xxxix.) by the name of the chaste Egyptian 
dame, I conceive to be a great perversion of 
terms. \ 

'^ Tell me no more of pomted darts/' 
(p. 345.) is good. 

"I envy not the proud their wealth," 
(p. 346.) is given in my second volume, the « 
words " Ye powers divine" in the last verse 
being altered to " O Power Divine". — ^A Friend 
suggests to me that it seems to cast a needless 
general censure on kings. 

^^ Cruel invader of my rest," (p. 350.) is 
full of extravagance and despair. 

^^ Oh! how. vain is ev'ry blessing," &c. 
^^ But when love its time employs", (p. 351.) 
requires the limitations, before mentioned. 
See p. 234. 

" Encompass'd m an angel's frame," <p. 351.) 
from The Lord of the Manor, by General 
Burgpyne, goes too far in the first vdrse, and in 
the second seems to require to be corrected by 
the sentiment mentioned in my remarks on a 
former song. See p. 24^. 

This closes the volume, and I remain, Sir, 

With great respect. 
Your &c. 
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POSTSCRIPT. 

ON THE SONGS CONTAINED IN 
THE LITERARY MISCELLANY. 

Sept.2U18ia 

Trough not connected. Sir, with yonr 
volume o( Vocal Poetry, and jour firmer work 
DOW re-published by Mr. Eyans, yet intimi^ly 
connected with tbe subject of these Letters are 
those numbers of The Literary Miscel- 
lany, which contain Songs, and which have, 
I suppose, a very extensive circulation ; because 
it is a cheap, elegant and respectable periodical 
work : and I shall venture to consider tbe con- 
tents of the Numbers 8, 9, 10, II and 76 in 
this place. 

The Advertisement prefixed to the 8th and 
9th Numbers gives a hope to the Reader that 
violent passiorty indecency ^ and other baleful 
ingredients, will be excluded from the com- 
positions presented; and that moral sentiment 
and other valuable lessons will be taught in them. 
This intention is thus announced: " Respecting 
the nature and tendency of these selections, — 
the songs retained are divested of expressions 
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of riolent and enthusiastic i>a8sion. Every 
subject presented possesses some preceptive 
rule, moral sentiment, or elegant thought. We 
have found no room for indecency, trifling 
composition, or the insipidity of modem Opejas : 
the most enchanting powers of musical com- 
position cannot atone for the base alloy of levity, 
vulgarity and nonsense. All bacchanalian songs 
are rejected, because virtue and reason forbid 
us to join the crowd in misleading the inex- 
perienced and unwary, or to scatter flowers 
in the paths of vice and profligacy. Songs 
favouring false notions of honour and gplory to 
l)e obtained in war"—" will make another ex- 
ception. Some of the ancient ballads, of this 
species of composition, will be retained, for 
the sake of their simplicity of style and pathos : 
jrelations of dreadful battles, and wonderful 
adventures of knights-errant and legendary 
saints, excite rather a curiosity respecting the 
folly, superstition, and credulity of former 
times, than impressions of reality and truth. 
Hunting is a savage, unmanly ^port, comport- 
ing ill with European refinements, and ought to 
be employed, not as a diversion, but in cases of 
extreme necessity only, and even then with 
reluctance; songs of this class are therefore 
discarded." 

o g 
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As I conceive that the Editor has, in hig 
SeiectioB of the SoogSj departed from ahnost 
every mie of these particulars, I shall consider 
the Songs under separate heads, and adduce 
instances wherein I think the rules just quoted 
Bie violated. The first head is Violent and 
enthusiastic passion* 

I. In No. 8, p. 7. The lover says of his 
Mistress '^ She was borne to be faire ; I, to die 
for her love." And again ^^ he that 'plaines of 
his false tove, miners falser than she/' 

In No. 9, p. 15. is the Song " Come here, 
fond youth, whoe'er thou be," which I have 
before noticed. (Letter v. p. S40.) ^ 

In " 'Twas in that season of the year" we 
have (p. 18.) " those graces thatdivinely shine". 

P. 23. we have 

A croel fafe hongs threat *Ding V^r 
The lot ely shepherd I adare ! 

In'*^ Soft Zephyr! on thy balmy wing" 
(p. 25.) we have 

Her ilambere guard, some hand divine. 
Ah ! wattb her wilb a care like i 



Here his own care is put in comparison with, or 
tather set above that of some hand divine » 
No. 10. p. 3. 

EDcompasB^d in an angeVs fnuDe 
An angers v irtucs lay ; &c» 
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My bean shall breathe a ceaselesi strain 
jbf sorrow o'er her uro. &c. (p. 4.) 

For aA my sont, (now she is dead) 
Concenters in her urn. 

P. 8. In " From thee, Eliza, I must go,*' 
we have the very common extravagance of adore. 

Ditto. In " Adieu to the village delights," 
the almost equally common one of angely^^ 
« bright angel". 

P. 17. In " How long shall hapless Colin 
mourn", it is said, 

Thy bewtiet, O divinely bright I 
In one short hour by Delia's side, 
I taste whole ages of delight. 

P. 20. " Despairing beside a clear stream". 
I have noticed before, (Letter ii. p. 51.) that 
unwarrantable reaunciation of life which implies 
violent passion. 

P. ,26. " One morning, very early," The 
Maid in Bedlam, I have before noticed, (L. ii. 
p. 47.) the phrase '' I'd claim a guardian 
angel's charge". 

No. 11. p. 24. In " Oh how could I venture 
to luve ane like thee," we have here again the 
adoring. ' 

No. 76. p. 38. In " On Richmond Hill there 
lives a lass," the Lover says, ** I die for her of 
love." 
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P. 40. " Mary, I believ'd thee true", the 
lover says he vould rather 

<* dU with tbee, tlumlive witboit thee I** 

P. 42. " What shade and what stillness 
around!" we have here again the swain who 
adores her. 

P. 52. " Blest as the immortal gods" he is 
represented, who fondly sits by the side of her 
who is the subject of the song. 

P. 56.. In " Ask'st thou how long my love 
will last," I have before noticed the expression, 
** Nor let us lose our Heaven here**. (Letter v. 
p. 244. 331.) , 

P. 57. In " To him who in an hour must 
die," there is a strained metaphor, comparing 
the swiftness of time with such a wretch to the 
slowness of the minutes, 

" Which keep, me from (he»ight of thee.** 

Again, '^ O come! with all thy heavenly 
charms!" 

P. 70. : 

** Anna, thy charms my bosom' fire! 

Aod waste my soul wUh care. 
But, ab ! bow bootless to admire. 

When fated to despair. 

Yet, io thy presence, loTcly fair I 

Desire may be forgif*n. 
For tare *tweKe impious to desparr 

So mach io sight of heaven. 
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Is it not rather impious to say that he is fated 
to despair^ and to call his Anna heaven P 

JL Under my second head I shall adduce 
passages which I conceive to militate with legi- 
timate preceptive rules of conduct, or to be 
violations of just moral sentiment^ and which 
are sometimes eyen profane. 

No. 8. p. 7. We are told as a general thing 
that ^^ women are troihless, and flote in an 
houre." and p. 8. The Lover says of " the 
willow garland," " it doth bid to despair and to 
dye," and desires to have 

** these words engraven, as epitaph meet," 
*• Here lyes otoe, dnuik pojrson ftir potion most sweet." 

P. 10. We have a very unfavourable and 
unjust picture of Age and Youth, by Shakspeare^ 
called here " Crabbed Age and Youth", in 
which the writer says " Age, I do abhor thee, 
Youth, I do adore thee". Very different are, 
the precepts contained in Scripture upon tliis f 
subject: " Thou shall rise up before the hoary ' 
head, and honour the face of the old man, and 
fear thy God." (Levit. xix. 32.) « The hoary 
head is a crown of glory, if it be found in 
the way of righteousness." (Prov. xvi. 31.) 
" Hearken unto ihy fkther that begat thee, and 
despise not thy mother when she is dd." (Do. 
xxiii. 22.) The following Parody is given as 
setting the subject in a juster light; 
eg2 
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AGE AHD YOUTH. 

1 
Sob^r Afe and Tttutb 

Well may lire tc^etber; 
Tnulh it full of pleasance, 

Afe more full of sooth ; 
Yopth lilLe spring's gay mora. 

Age like aatomo weather* 
Youth lilLe summer brave, 
Age more settled grave : 
Youth caa solace age. 
Age Youtb>» fire assuage. 

2 
YooUi IS nimble, Age is slow ; 

Youth is hdt and bold. 

Age mare temperate co1d| 
Youth* doth fire and onkke it glow. 

Age, I do admire thee. 

Youth, I do desire thee' I 
Know, O Youth, that, yet^relocf. 

Thou wilt in turn be Age; 

Age, I thy heart engage 
To tbiulL that thou once wert young. 
J. P. 

^ P. 44. In the Nut-brown Maid, <^ Be it 
- ryght or wrong, these men among", the Lover, 
in trying his Mistress, (p. 53.) says that when 
he is banished and lives in the wood, he has a 
maid, whom he loves more than the one to 
whom he is speaking. She replies 

Tbo^ in the wode I uodyrstode 
Ye had a paramour, ^ 

Ail (hb may nooght remove my thought* 
But that I w>U be yours 
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And she sbati fyode roe soft and k^nde^ 

And courteys every hour I 
Glad to falfy 11 all that she wyll 

Commauode me to my power : 
For bad ye, lo, an hundred mo, 

* Of them I wolde be oue^ 
For, in my myode, of all mankyndey 

I love but yoa alone. 

The want of morality and delicacy of sentiment 
here is very great. 

In " Shall I wasting in despak", p. 67. the 
poet says, " 

If she be not fit for roe 

What care 1 for whom she be* 

This is but a selfish, and consequently immoral^ 
sentiment. Thb' Song J have noticed before, 
p. 262. 

In The Lye, by Sir Walter Raleigh, p. 63. 
" Goe, soule, the bodies guest," are the fol- 
lowing general expressions : 

Goe tell the court, it glowet 
And shines like rotten woodf 
Goe tell the church it shonet 
What's j^ood, and doth oo food : &e. 

Tell zeale. It lacks devotioa ; 
Tell love, it is but lust 4 &c. 

Tell Wisdome, she entangles 
Herselfe in over^wisenesse; &c. 

Tell physicke of her beldnesw| 
Tell kkill, it is pretensions 
Tell charity of coldness | 
Tell law, it is cooltiAloo | Ac. 
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Tdl fortnoe of ber bliodoeaw i &c ^ 

Tcli friendship of unkiodoefie | ^ ' 

Tell Justice of delay: Sec, 

Although to give the lye 
Deienrei 00 less than f tabbing, &c. 

In The Wounded pawn, « The wanton 
troopers riding by," the Lady is dying for the 
loss of Jier fawn (p. 84.) 

O do oot ran loo fast, for I 

Will but bfspeak thy gfave, aaddir! &c* 

For I so truly thee bemoan, 

That I shall weep thoogh I be stone. 

At p. 84. is the Ballad o( The Wanton Wife 
of Bothy a composition wHich I think should 
have been consigned to oblivion; but, as it is 
given in this work with the recommendati(m that 
<^ Mr. Addison has pronounced it an excellent 
Ballad: see the Spectator, no. 247." it is but 
too well known, and there is no alternative bat 
to examine and expose it. The story appears 
to be grounded on the folk>wii^ passage oi 
Scripture, Luke xiii. 24-r-SO. " Strive to 
enter in at the strait gate : for many, I say unto 
you, will seek to enter in, and shall not be abk. 
When once the Master of the house is ris^i up, 
and hath shut to the door, aiid ye b^in to stand 
without, vand to knock at the door, saying. 
Lord, Lord, open unto us; and he shall answer 



ON TU£ LITERABY MISCELLANY. 345 

and say uato you, I know you not whence ye 
are : then shall ye begb to say, We have eaten 
and drunk in thy presence, and thou hast taught 
in our streets, liut he shall say, I tell you, 
I kiiow'you not whence ye are; depart from 
me, all ye workers of iniquity. There shall be 
weeping and gnashing of teeth, when ye shall 
see Abraham, and Isaac, and Jacob, and all the 
prophets in the kingdom of God, and you 
yourselves thrust out. And they shall come 
from the east, and from the west, and from the 
north, and from 'the south, and shall sit down in 
the kingdom of God. And behold, there are 
last which shall be first, ^ and there are jQrst 
ivhich shall be last." 

The Soul of the wanton wife of Bath is re- 
presented after her death knocking at Heaven 
gate; when Adam and various other characters 
mentioned in scripture object to admitting her 
into Heaven, on account of her sins, upon 
which she reproaches them, in very coarse and 
disrespectful terms, with the sins which they 
themselves had committed, and sends them all 
away in their turns, till at length our Saviour 
comes and admits her^ On this it may- be 
observed, first, that, in the scripture account, 
the Master himself only is represented as keep- 
ing the door ; and, in th,e next place, that we 
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are bound to suppose the characters here intro« 
duced to have been admitted into Heaven, noi 
OD account of their sins, but on their repentance 
- and fiuth in Christ; and that, when they are in 
Heaven, thej must be purified from all earthly 
passions, from envy and uncharitableness; and, 
if the Wife was an object of mercy and to be 
admitted into Heaven, they would, like *'' the 
angels,'' or, as angels, have ^^ joy in the 
presence of God over one sinner that repenteth.^ 
(Luke xv«) But it does not appear that she 
ever repented. Without alleging this, sheoon* 
fesses Uiat she had spent her time in vainy and 
lived most ktDcUy. Nay, Christ says ** thou 
hast refused my proffer'd grace and mercye 
both:" which coald not well have been said 
if she had in this life repented. And we have 
no reason to think that there is any repentance 
after this life, but quite the contrary, as appears 
from the parable of the rich man and Lazarus. 
(Luke xvi. 19, &c.) Also, from the text in 
Ecdesiastes (xi. 3.) ^< if the tree £all toward 
the south, or toward the north, in the place 
where the tree falleth, there it shall be" ; and 
from the words of our Saviour <^ the night 
Cometh when no man can work." (John ix. 4.) 
I shall not enter into a discussion of all the low 
and indecent scurrility used by this Wanton 
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Woman ; but there are two or three points wliich. 
must not be passed over without notice. 

Mary Magdalene is considered here .as the 
same person as the Woman who had been taken 
in Aduhery. Al the time of building The 
Magdalen Hospital, the name given to the 
foundation occasioned much controversy, and 
the learned Dr. Lardner, in a Letter addressed 
to the excellent Jonas Hanway, vindicated Mary 
Magdalene from the imputation so c6mmonly 
thrown upon her chastity. After stating the 
case and summing up the evidence, he says, 
^^ Mary of Magdala was a woman of distinction, 
and very easy in her worldly circumstances.' 
For a while sheliad laboured under some bodily 
indisposition, which our Lotd • miraculously* 
healed. For which benefit she was ever after 
very thankful. So far as we know, -her conauct 
was always regular, *and free from censure. 
And we may reasonably believe, that after her 
acquaintance with our Saviour it was edifying 
and exemplary, I conceive of her, as a.woman 
of a fine understanding, and known virtue and 
discretion, witli a dignity of behaviour becoming 
her age, her wisdom, and her high station. By 
air which she was a credit to him, whom she 
followed as her Master and benefactor. She 
shewed our Lord great respect m his life, at his 
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death, and after it. And she was erne of those, • 
to whom he first shewed himself after his resur- 
recti<Hi. As 'appears from Matt, xxviii. 1 — 10. 
Mark xvi. 9. and John xx. 1 — 18." (See 
Lardi^r's Works, vol. xi. p. 258.* also En- 
cyclopaedia Britannica. Art. Mary Magdalene.) 

In the next place the Wanton Wife says to 
St. Paul, that he persecuted God's Church 
'* all through a lewd desire". St. Paul certainly 
acknowledges that he persecuted the Church of 
God, and that on that account he was not meet 
to be called an Apostle, (I. Cor. xv. 9.) but 
there is no authority in scripture to attribute it 
to the motive here mentioned. 

She afterwards says of the thief ^ who suffered 
on the cross at the same time with our Saviour, 
and who, on account of his penitence, received 
pardon from his mouth, that be, '' for oac poor 
silly word, past into paradise". 

Upon this subject Bishop Home, in his Dis- 
course, Wo'^ks urought through Faith a 
Condifion of our Jusiificationy says: *' The 



♦ The Reply of Han way to this Letter is wortliy the atten* 
tionof (he Reader as an instance of candour in controversy, ia 
ackoowledginganeiTOffrhenproved to be^urh, and of respect 
to the opponent, yet maintgining »V'o«-e points in which he con- 
ceives himself to he ri^ht. (See Reflections, Esj-ays, &c. bj 
Mr. Hunway, 2 voli. 8v«, 1761. Vol. II. p. 1.) 
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example that bids the fiiirest for justification by 
faith without wot ks is that of the thief upon tlie 
cross. But a nearer inspection will soon conyince 
us, that even in that instance, singular as it was, 
faith came attended by her handnaaids, repent' 
<mc€y pietjf, and charity. Fot first, without 
conqpukion, he made a full confession of his 
own guilt and his Saviour's umocence — ^< We 
receire the due reward of our deeds, but this 
man hath done nothing amiss." 3dly, He 
made an open profession of his faith in Jesus as 
tlie Messiah, the king of Israel, when he hung 
naked on the cross, mocked and derided by the 
Jews, and forsaken of all, as an outcast of 
heaven and earth. 3dly, He prayed to him in 
that character—" Lord, remember me, when 
thou comest into thy kingdom.'* And lastly, 
Ijis charity reproved and endeavoured to effect 
the conversion of his fellow-sufferer — " Dost not 
thou fear God, seeing thou art in the same con- . 
demnation? And we indeed justly," Sec. 
There is a passage upon the subject in one of 
the Fathers* so extremely beautiful and apposite 
to the present purpose, that I cannot help trans- 
latuig it — " The penitent thief performs many 
offices of religion at the same time. He ^elievesy 



* Jrn9ld. de uUknit tepHm verbit IhminU 
H h 
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he fears, heteehcompunctianj wad repents; he 
confesses, and preaches; he laves, he trustsj 
and he praj/s. He is enlightened hj fcnih^ 
subdued by fear, softened by compunction^ 
shaken by repentance, purged by confession; he 
is zealous in his preaching, and enlarged in his 
charity; he hopes through confidence^ and 
obtains by prayer^ Never surely did man 
perform so much in so short a time ! And, if he 
\vas not justified by faith alone, Tvhere shall we 
find an example of one who was." 

In No. 9. p. 9. In " Ye virgin powers defend 
my heart", (see Letter v. p. 261.) the lady 
wishes that " where frail nature seems inclin'd", 
they may " there place a guard of pride." 
Pride is a very improper and frail guard in such 
cases, (see before, p. 271.) 

P. 14. In " As pensive Chloe walk'd alone," 
mention is made of Jove descending to court in 
a silver shower. 

P. 21. In " Ye happy swains! whose hearts 
are free", it is said that love is fatal to human 
quiet, and the poet advises them to 

*^ Fly the fair sex, if bliss you prize, 

Tlie snake*8 beneath the flower $ 
Whomever gaz*d on beauteoos eyes 

That tasted quiet more ? 
How faithless is the lovers* joy ! 

How constant is their care ! 
The kind with falsehood to destroy, 

The cruel with despair.*' 
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The false sentiments in " The sun was sunk 
beneath the hill", (p. 22.) I have noticed before, 
Letter ii. p. 54. 

P. 24. In ^' Time has not thinn'd my Howing 
hair", the poet says " pleased, let me trifle life 
away". 

P. 26. In " No glory I covet", I have before 
noticed (L. iii. p. 99.) " The one thing I beg 
of kind heaven to grant". 

P. 35. In " When clouds that angel face 
deform", the poet says " I curse the sex". 
(see Letter v. p. 261.) 

P. 39. In ^' Why so pale and wan, fond 
lover?" it is said " the devil take her". This 
is the conclusion of the verse, which Dr. Aikin 
thought it right to omit. See liCtter v. p. 260. 

In this same page occurs the expression " By 
Jove, the devil a word could I say". 

P. 40. I have before noticed " Not, Celia, 
that I juster am". (L. v. p. 262.) 

P. 41. *^ Cries Damon, teaz'd by dearest 
life," is profane and of the same kind with 
<* When Orpheus went down", before noticed, 
L. V. p. 22. 

P. 44. " Mistaken fair! lay. Sherlock by," 
has been noticed before. L.v. Postscript, p.279. 

P. 45. In " Love's a dream of mighty 
treasure," it is said 

lo the folly lies the pleasare. 
Wisdom alwayi makei it less. &c. 
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And 

Hnpp jf only it th« lover 

'Whom bit mistress well deceives. 

P. 46. In" Your^ Jocky he courted sweet 
Mog the Brunette," it is first said " her eharms 
he ador'd", and then they 

DOW live as man and wife osuany do ; 

As their Iwmonrs excite, they kiss and they figlit, 
'Twixt kindness and fruds pass the morn, nooo, and Bi^hti 
To his sorrow he finds with his match he has met. 
And wishes the devil had Mog fbebrmiette. 

P. 47. In " A Cobler there was, and he 
Ky'd in a stall," the allusion in the last line of 
(he Sd verse is low ; and in the last Terse suicide 
is made light of. 

P. 48. In " There was a jolly miller once", 
the sentiments " I care for nobody, no not I, if 
nobody cares for me", aiul " the days of youth 
are made for glee," must be taken with many 
limitations to be admissible. 

P. 49. is 

** Yest Forlttoe, I have sought thee ieog, 
lDvok*d thee ofr» &c 

And the next song " Five thousand yean 
have roird away," is profligate. 

P. 60. " Ye gentil 'squires, give o'er your 
' sighs," expressM so generallt/ as it is, is an 
illiberal censure of the fair sex. 
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No. 10. p. 5. In " The sunsets in night, and 
the stars shun the day," it is said, 

His Ghost shall rejoice io the fame of his Sod. 

Though this is put into the mouth of an Indian, 
and may be considered as characteristic, yet 1 
conceive it to be liable to the objection, men- 
tioned Letter ii. Postscript, p. 59, &c. 

In " A dawn of hope my soul revives", it is 
said, " make h4m,*ye gods ! your care." 

P. 8. In " From thee, Eliza, I must go," 
the cruel fates are introduced, and the maid 
whom I adore. 

P. 13. In '^ The moon had climb'd the 
highest hill", Sandy's Ghost is introduced 
speaking to Mary, and vanishing when " Loud 
crow'd the cock". This is another of those 
songs which fosters the belief in Ghosts; as, 
likewise does the next, " Loud toU'd the stern 
bellman of night," (p. 14.) and " Despairing 
beside a clear stream," (p. 20. 22.) mentioned 
before. L. ii. p. 51. 

P. 27. In " Now spring returns, but not to 
me returns," it is said, 

Oft morning dreams presage approaching fate, 
And morning dreams, as poets tell, are true i 
Led by pale ghosts, I enter death's dark gate, 
And bid the realms of life and light adieu. 

No. 11. p. 21. In '^ Lo qwhat it is to lufe," 
H h 2 
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it is said << Thair is no man^ 1 say> that am 
both lufe and to be wyise." 

P. 61. In " Pain'd with her slighting 
Jamie's love," it is said 

The godi descended from abore. 

In No. 76. p. 10. In " Forgive, ye fair, nor 
take it wrong," it is said, verse 9. 

This index of the vlrtvous mind 
Y«iir lof en « iU adore. 

For this, I believe, I am myself in some 
measure responsible, as the song is taken from 
the second volume of my Collection, and the 
expression was overlooked by me* I am there- 
fore happy in this opportunity of acknow- 
ledging and correcting the error, which may be 
done thus : 

This index of the virtooas mind. 

Your lovers will admire; 
This, this will leave a chanii behind. 

When beauty shall expire* 

Having mentioned that this Song is taken from 
my second volume, I may observe, that out of 
113 Songs in this Number, 40 (above a third) 
are taken from my three volumes. This 
appears, not only from their being the same, 
and having the same titles I had given them ; but 
also from some of them being printed as I hare 
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altered them. I could only hav€ \«ished that 
the Editor had acknowledged the source whence 
he had derived them. The Songs at p. 15. 44. 
52. 66. 68. 70L 82 and 85, Maria's Evening 
service to the virgin^ 1 do not approve. 

P. 15. " Ye belles and ye flirts, and ye 
pert little things," concludes with, 

Bat if, Aiiiazoii-Uke« you attack your gallants. 

And put us in fear of our lives. 
You may do very well for sisters and aunts. 

But, believe me, yon*l1 never be wives. 

The two last lines are quoted by Mr. Styles in 
his Essay on the Stage, p. 37. fts applicable to 
females who go to see plays, and are noticed by 
me accordingly in the Notes to my Discourses on 
the Stage, p. 239. Surely whatever is im- 
proper in a wife is equally so in a sister or an 
aunt. 

P. 24. In " My friends all declare that my 
time is mispent," it is said, 

I ask no more wenlili than dame Fortune lias sent. 

P. 31. In '^ How sweet in the woodlands," 
the poet calls upon Chaste Dian to assist him 
in regaining liis Nymph. 

P. 39. In " The merchant to secure his 
treasure," it is said. 

And Venus to the loves around 
Remarlk*d bow ill we all diasenbleds 



.^.,js^m 
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P. 45. In " Ah why must words my flame 
reveal*', it is said " I hate the maid who gives 
me pain," Here b hate; and that even though 
it does not appear that any injury was intended 
by the maid. 

P. 51. In " Echo, tell me while I wander," 
we have " Cupid's chains". 

P. 52. We have before had " Blest as the 
immortal gods" and in 

" Drink to me only with thine eyes," Jove^s 
Nectar and I swear. 

P. 54. In " From the white blossom'd sloe, 
my dear Chloe requested," we have the excla- 
mation ** by heavens !" 

P. 55. In 

** For ever, fortune, wilt thou proYe, 
An onrelemiog foe to love.** 

It is farther said, 

For once, O Fortune ! bear my prayer. 
And I absolve thy future care* 

P. 66. 

'* O clear that cruel doubtioi; brow ! 

I call on mighty Jove 
To witaesB rbii eternal vow— 

'Tib you alone I love, &c. &c. 

This has been noticed before. L. v. p. 270. 

P. 84. In " No more my song shall be, ye 
fiwains," it is said, 

A Phoebus tunes my warbliqg lyre i 
Dif inely aided, tbos &c 
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P. 85. Is ail Exening Service to the Virgin.^ 

At morn and ete to thee I pray, &c. 

Ob ! shuwer thy ciNiiceit blesiings down,&c. 

This is Roman Catholic Idolatry. 

III. In a Collection declaring against all 
indecency I should not have expected to have 
found the Song of The Storm, (No. 10. p. 28.) 
with the four first Hues of the third verse as 
they were originally written. It appeared to 
me necessary to alter them in my Collection, 
-which I, accordingly, did. Nor jshould I have 
inserted the Song No. 11. p. 44. 

IV. To the liead of levity , vulgariij^ and 
nonsense, may be referred several of the pas- 
sages already noticed, especially " Mistaken 
fair, lay Sherlock by," and The Wife of Bath. 
To these I add " Oh ! what a'pain it is to love ;" 
No. 76. p. 65. 

V. Of Bacchanalian songs we have the 
conclusion of The Storm, where, after their 



• lo the third Canto of The Ladg •fth$ Lake itao Hgmn to 
ike Virgin^ aod tbti has beco gelected by a Compoter to ae% to 
iDusic. I consider this as objectionable in the place in which it 
stands in (he poem, where it is in some measure modified by the 
character and the thna in which the action of the poem is sup- 
posed to pass « but when it is separated from those circomstances 
and performed at a concert or in a pri? ate room, I cannot but 
codiider it as worse. 
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deliverance, " the danger's drown'd in wine." 
This I altered in my Collection : and I must 
notice that here, instead of ** Since kind Fortune 
sav'd our lives," the Editor has put ^^ kind 
lleav'n", an alteration which I likewise have 
made, which I think highly proper, and which 
example I wish had been followed in otiier 
instances. See p. 357. 

No. 76. p. 44. We have ^' Tho' Bacchus 
may boast of his care-killing bowl". This 
song gives a decided preference to the pleasures 
of Love over those of Wine : and so far I cannot 
but approve, provided chaste love be intended ; 
on which point we are left in an ambiguous 
darkness, which is not uncommon. But the 
song is also Bacchamdian in several passives, 
in the 5th and 6th lines, in the Sd Ibe of the 
5th verse, and particularly in the concluding 
verse. 

P. 68. Are " Drunk as a dragon sure is he," 
and " If life like a bubble evaporates fast," 
which are direct Bacchanalian songs. 

P. 70. Is " Wine does wonders every day," 
and p. 82. " How stands the glass around ?" 
This last is called General Wolfe's Song ; and, 
in some copies I have seen of it, is said to have 
been sung by him the night before the battle in 
which he fell. If this be not true, it is belyiag 
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him much to attribute it to him. If it be, how 
different was his employment at such a crisis to 
what it ought to have been, and from what has 
been the conduct of many brave and pious gene* 
rals, and how bad an example is it to hold up 
to view. 

VI. Though I do not agree with the Editor 
in ali he says respecting war, in h*^ Advertise- 
ment, where he calls it, \' (that crime and 
scourge of nations, that business of ambition, 
that disgrace of the human kind, that profession 
of butchery)," as I conceive there may be just 
and necessary war, in which, under certain 
restrictions, honour and glory may be sought ; 
yet I allow that it is too frequently, too generally 
what he there represents it, and of Songs setting 
it in a false light I conceive are those in No. 76. 
p. 79 and 82. " He was fam'd for deeds of 
arms," in which Honour and Conquest seem to 
be too exclusively the soldier's motive, instead 
of redressing the injured, and repelling the 
oppressor. " How stands the glass around ?" 
I liave noticed before, p. 358. 

VII. No. 76. p. 31. we have a Hunting 
Songy ^* How sweet in the woodlands". With 
this I shall conclude my remarks on the Songs 
in The Literary Miscellany. 



S60 FOSTSCHIPT TO LETTER VI. 

Ai many of the Songs noticed in these ihree 
works are contained in the Collection in the 
Elegant Exthacts (one of the professed 
objects of which is " the improyement of 
Youth" *^ in thinking" and " in the conduct 
of life",) the remarks made upon them of course 
apply to that part of that work ; and the same 
principles wi^l, of course, apply to poetry in 
general, under whatever form it may appear, 
from the Epic Poem to the Epigram. 
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LETTER VII. 

ON INGENIOUS, WITTY AND HUMOUROUS SONGS. 



November 90 f 1810« 
SIR, . 

J^s one of the Essays and Classes of Songs in 
your original work is of Ingenious and Witty 
Songs, I shall take this opportunity of saying 
something upon that heail, or rather upon the 
Humourous^ or what, now, generally goes by 
the name of the Comic Song, a class of Songs 
very numerous in these days, and which appears 
to me to stand-in need of great amendment ai|d 
regulation. Of these you have exhibited very 
few specimens, your's being chiefly the wge- 
niousj rather than the witty ; as the former word, 
in its present acceptation, s^ppears to apply to 
luminous or brilliant ideas, and the latter to 
those which excite ludicrous associations, and 
from their surprise occasion laughter. Much 
might be said in the way of dissertation upon 
Wit and Humour, but having treated this 
subject before, in the third of my Discourses on 
the Stage, and in the Notes annexed, and as 
I i 
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your remarks appear to me in general to be just, 
I shall merely avail myself of this opportunity 
to say something of a very generally used, and 
too much despised species of wit, the Pun, 
which appears to me to be not only a legitimate 
and excellent species of wit, but to be that 
species to which we now almost exclusively 
apply the terra wity that is, comic wit, or that 
which excites laughter. 

A Pun, according to Dr. Johnson and the 
Writer upon thai article in the Encyclopaedia 
Britannica, is ^^ An equivocation, a quibble, 
an e;Kpre8sion where a word has at once dif- 
ferent meanings", and the latter author adds, 
that ^^ the practice of punning is the miserable 
refuge of those who wish to pass for wits, 
without having a grain of wit in their com- 
position." That there are Puns very bad in 
their kind*, nay, that the greater portion are 



• The followiiig Estract from a Sermoo, by Edward Solton, 
printed at Aberdeen, 1629, and eotitled «* A Caotioo for the 
Credulott8*% will giY^ an eiample of bad puns unseasonably 
introduced, and will shew the style and taste of Sermons io 
James the first's time : / 

** Here I have undertaken one who hath weriaken m«iiy, a 
MackiavilHan i(or rather a matchless villain) one that pro- 
fesseth himself to be a Friend^ when indeed he is a Fiend, 
His greatest tunity is but dissembled enmitif^hn ove threatens 
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bad, I am very ready to acknowledge; but, 
like all other descriptions of things, there are 
many very good, and the censure should not be 
general, but confined to the bad. To prove ' 
this point I will now adduce some specimens : 
and I know not that any thing can be brought 
more to the purpose than the very excellent 
Epigram on Foote and Quin. 

r. 

1 

As Quid and Foote 
One day fvalkM out 

To view the country nmiid,. 
lo merry mood 
They chatting stood 

Hard by the vUlage pound* 
S 
Foote from bis poke 
AshtlliDgtook 

And said, " I'll beta peony. 
In a short space, 
Within this place, 

I'll make this piece a guinea/' 

a vce! and therefore listen not to hit treacherous av«, bat 
hearken to Solomon's caiw ; and, though b« speaks favourably, 
believe htm not. Though I call hioi bo^a plain flatterer 
(for I mean lo deal very plainly with him) some compare 
him to a Devil. If he be one, these words of Solomon are a 
spell to expel this Devil, Wring not my words to wrong my 
meaning, I go not about to crucify the $oiu but the sim of men. 
Some flutter a man for their own private benefit : this man's heart 
thou hast in thy pocket; for if thouj^aii in Ihy purse to give 
him presentlif^Jke w'lWJind in his heart loXoje thee everlast- 
ingly" See The Monthly Review for August 1777, p. 112. 
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$ 
UpoD the ground, 
WltliiD the pottod} 

Theshilliog booo wai tbrowa; 
•« Behold, (iayt Foote) 
The thing's made out. 

For there is one pound. ,0m.'* 
4 
** I wonder ooit 
(Sa^rs Qoin) that thought 

Should io your head be fbnad^ 
fiince that*s the way 
Your debts you pay 

One shilling in thepountL 

Here, 'from the double meaning of the iiroiti 
pound, as signifying a small inelosure where 
stray cattle are confined, and ako twenty shil- 
lings in money, and from the double meaning ctf 
one pound and one shilling being a guinea ; and 
from debtors sometimes paying their creditcMS 
but one shilling for each pound which they owe, 
one of the happiest Epigrams is made, con- 
taining not Qnly the two puns, but also a yerj 
severe Repartee as applied to Foote. 

The foUowiug Epigram on a Freeman, who 
had a bad voice, having a singing man's place in 
a Choir given io him, which has long been io 
circulation in this University, has not, that I 

am aware, appeared in print before. 
If. » 

^ A Singing Man, and cannot Sing! 

Come, justify your patron's bonnty, 
GiTe us a Soog.— Bzcnse ne. Sir, 
My Foico is in another Gouty. 
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Here, from the word voice signifying the human 
voice as used in speakbg or singing, and like- 
wise a voice or vote at an election, a severe and 
excellent pun and epigram is produced. 

The following Epigram^ by Dr. Gould, upon 

his marriage^ is good. 

in. 

Id 4ays of frolic, mi rtb and fun, 
(My name oboozioos to each puo) 

How quick the years have roH'd : 
Now, Tergiog to the close of life, 
l\e taken to myself a wife, 

Whose oDly love is— Gouitf. 

The happy playful humour of this, with the 
mixture of aifection and self-complacency and 
half satire in the latter part, with the half im- 
plied pun of goldy makes it at once tender and 
humourous. 

The reply to it by the late Dr. Gooch is at 
onqp neat and severe : 

IV. 

Doctor, your Epigram is true, 

'Tis Gould she Iotcs— and leaves out u (you). 

Next to these may be placed the Epigram by 
Isaac Hawkins Brown upon himself, and 
another by Garrick addressed to Dr. Hill, upon 
his petition of the Letter I. to Mr. Garrick, 

V. 

When I was young and debonair. 
The brownest girl to me was fair. 
But now in years I old am grown. 
The fairest girl to me is Brown. 

li2 
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VI. 

If Hit fnie, M jm tay» that Vwe injor'd a letter, 
111 change ny Beteaoaii, and I hope for the better i 
May the right ate of lettui ai well ai of aiea. 
Hereafter be fi I'd by the toqgae and the pea ; 
Siocerely I wish that they both haye their doe, 
Aad thati aay be aerer miitakeo for* (yoa.) 

vu. 
BY DR. DONNE. 

** I am anable'% yooder Beggar criei 

** To stand or gof^Uht lays lnw,»he &i. 

Here the wit arises from the word Ues signi- 
fying both lies down and tells an tmtruth. 

TfXL 
BT UACKETT. 

When Jaek was poor, the lad was frank and free t 
Of late he'i grown brim-full of pride aad pelf; 

Yon wonder that he don*t remeniber m« ; 
Whyio? Yott tee he has/or^ol illmM{f. 

Here, the word forgot signifying to have lost 
the remembrance of a thing in the literal sense, 
and in a figurative sense to have neglected to 
conduct himself properly, in the same maaner 
as if he had reallj lost the memory of who he 
wasy an excellent and severe piece of wit arises : 
It is improved by the antithesis between the 
words remember vod forgot. 

The last I shall produce is from the C<d- 
lection in the Elegant Extracts^ similar to CMie 
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given in your Essay on Ingenious and Witty 
Songs, p. 174. 

IX. 
FHOM MARTIAL, B. Tin. EP. 19. 

Hkll says he's poor, io hopes yoa'll say be's not) 
But, take his word for't i Hall's tut worth a groaL 

Where the wit consists in not worth signifying 
both not possessed of and not of the value of 

If we compare these with some Epigrams 
which do not depend upon puns, the superiority 
of the wit or comic effect in the pun will be the 
more apparent. I select the following from the 
Elegant ExtractSy which are some that I had 
previously marked as amongst the best there 
without any reference to this subject. 

■ X. 
BY PRIOR. 

To John I ow*d great obligation. 
But Jobo uabappily tbooght fit 
To i^bllibktoall the nation. ' 
Sare Jobo-aod I are more thao qait. 
XI. 
BT BANKS. 

TottOf Courtly takes mo for a dooce, 

For all night long I«poke but once : 

On better groBods I thiAk him sacb. 

He spoke but once, yet once too aacb* 
XJI. 
Tom*s coach aod lii !*> Whither insath haitegoii% } 
Bat a Bhart joBfoey— To bit own wdoini;. 
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xin. 
Jack hb own oierit lect. Thii gi? cf him pride^ 
Thai he sees more than all the worrd beside* 
XIV. 
BT J08IAU RELPH. 
No, Yarns hates a ihiof thaiVbase $ 

I own indeed he's got a knack 
or flattViog people to their face, 
bttt leoras to do't behind their back. 

XV. 

MUTUAL PITY. 

Tom, ever jo? ial t. ever gay. 

To appetite a slave, 
Still swears and driaks his life away. 

And laughs to see me grave. 
'Tis thus that we two disagree, » 

Sodiffemitisour whim, 
The fellow fondly laughs at me. 

While I could crjf for him; 

XVI. 
FROM MARTIAL, B. I. £P. 39. 

The verses, friend,- which thou hast read, are mine ; 
But, as thou read*st them, they may pass for thine. 

To these I will add three from another collection. 

XVII. 
BY GAY. 

Clodio, they say, has wit f for what ? 
For writing ?— No, for writing not. 
xvui. 
BY PRIOR. 
Thy nags, the leanest things alive. 
So very hard thou lov^st to drive, 
I heard thy anxious coachman say. 
It cost thee more in whips than hay. 
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XIX. 

EPITAPH ON A MISER. 

Reader, beware immoderate love of pelf: 

Here lies ibe worst of thieves, who robb'd himself* 

These instances may be concluded with T^je 
Epigram on an Epigram from the Oxford 
Sausage. 

XX. 

I 

One day in Christ-Charch Mendows walklofy 
Of Poetry, and such Things talkvagf 

Says Ralph, a merry Waf , 
** An Epigram, if right and good^ 
In all its cirrumstancesshottid 

Be like a Jtllit-Bag:^ 



*' Year Simile, I own, is new. 

Bat bow do*8t make it out", quoth Hugh } 

Qaotb Ralph, *« Til teU thee Friend i 
Make it at Top both wide and fit 
To hold a Budget-full of Wit, 

And point it at the End." 

HerCy though in fact there is a double meaning in 
the word point, signifyingthe tapering end of any 
thing, and also the turn or sting of an epigram, 
yet there is too great a similarity in the two 
senses, the contract is not sufficiently great to 
cause much surprise, and much laughter. 

Some of the best of the wit by the generally- 
acknowledged wittiest writer of the age consists 
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of pun, as for instance, in The School for 
Scanidal, A. ii. S. 2. 

Mrs. Candour. She has a charroiog fresh coloor. 

Lady Tcaxle. Yet, wben it h fresh ^t on. 

Mrs. C. 'Tis natural, for Vve seen it come and go. 

Lady T. Yes, it eomgs at night, and goes again in the 
morning. 

Sir Benjamin. True, madam, it not oiriy goes and contti 
but, whafs more, her maid can fetch and carry it. 

Agab, in The Duenna, A. ii. S. 3. 

Jerome. She has her aunt Ursula^s nose, and her grand- 
mother's forehead to a hair. 
Isaaci Aye, and her grandfather's chin, !• a hair. 

Instances might be multiplied without end 
from some of our best authors. 

Of Comic Songs containing puns, the first, 
which at this time presents itself to ray notice, 
is one of Trudgens, in Inkle and Yarico, in 
which the puns, though not of the first rate^ are 
yet amusing. In a Song, where there are 
several, and there is the additional pleasure 
derived from the music, a less degree of excel- 
lence will suffice than in an Epigram, where the 
whole liffc of it depends upon the pun or point. 
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•SONG. I. 

BY GEORGE COLMiWi, THE YOUNGER. 

Tvttzi Last P'alcntine'g Da2f» 

1 
V yoYAGE over seas had not cntcr'd my head, 
lad I known but on-which side to butter my 
bread, 
Heigho ! sure I — ^for hunger must die ! 
Ve saiVd like a booby ; come here in a squall, 
Vhere, ahis ! tlicre's no bread to be buttcr'd 
at all! 
Oho! Fm a terrible booby 1 
Oh, what a sad booby am 1 ! 
2 
n London what gay chop-house signs in the 

street ! 
ut the only sign here is of nothing to eat. 

Heigho i that I — for hunger should die ! 
ty mutton^s all lost, Pm a poor starving elf, 
id for all the T^rld like a lost mutton myself; 

Oho ! I shall die like a lost muttx)n ! 
> Oh what a lost mutton am I ! 

3 
f a neat slice of beef, I could roar like a bull ; 
l my stomach's so empty my heart is quite full. 
Heigho ! that I — ^for hunger should die !] 
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But, grave without meat, I must here meet my 

grave, 
For my bacon, I fancy, I never shall save : 

Oho ! I shall ne'er save my bacon ! 

I can't save my bacon, not I ! 

The tdxm lost mutton in verse two, appears to 
be a light parody on the scripture phrase of a 
lost sheep, and is therefore objectionable and 
should be omitted. 

The Ballad of ^ir John Barleycorn, given 
before, p. 72. is an allegory with some liitle 
share of pun in it, as well as humour. 

There are puns also in the two Songs of The 
Blacksmith in the 3d volume of my Collection, 
p. 88. and 90. the latter of which is from the 
Opera of Catck kirn who can. 

Ihe Serious Pun, which is similar to the 
Paronomasia of the Greeks and Romans, is 
sometimes used by Collins' in his Songs. The 
Mulberry tree has some, but the fruit is not or 
the best flavour. The following, in his Song of 
To-morrow, or The Prospect of Hope, (the 
whole of which is given in my CQllectioQ; 
vol. 1. p. 194.) is not bad: 

Aod when I at last mast throw off this ffail coyerini*. 
Which Vve worn for three-score years and ten i 

On the brink of the grave 1*11 not seek to keep hoTertng, 
Nor my thread wish to spin o*er'agaiii{ 
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Bat my face in the glatt I'll serenely survey, 
And with smiles count each wrinkle and furrow ; 

As this old worn out stuff whi^h is ihrtOi^^are to-day, 
May become everlasting to-morrow. 

ColKns's Song, which he calls' Cot lins'« 
SAiitY, A Vocal Parody, being- a parody upon 
Sally in our Alley, (see p. 331.) or, more pro- 
perly, an answer to it, must rather be termed 
pleasant arid ingenious than witty. It is not a 
song of the first rate, but answers the purpose 
of preserving that very beautiful tune, though 
that is also dcwie by two other songs in my first 
volume, p, 293. and 295. 

II. 
COLLINS's SALLY. 



'^ 



1 
The Bard, who glows with Grub-street, fire, 

In Sally's praise profuse is ; 
}ut know the Sally I admire, 

'Tis |k)lish'd wit produces. 
; weet sprightly nymph, 't is thee I mean, 

I stand not shilly shally ; 
'hou art my fancy's lawful queen, 

Thou art my lovely Sally. 
Kk 
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g 

'Tis trae we^re told in prose and rhyme 

A Wit is but a feather, 
But let me lightlj mount sublime, 
. A rush for wind or weather, 
For, like the lark, PU soar and sing, 

While from the sordid valley 
The grov'lbg earth-worm ne'er takes wing. 

Nor courts a modest Sally, 

3 
Sallies of wit, where wisdom rules, 

Are gladsome gamesome gay things. 
But those who sport with pointed tools 

Should handle well their play things* 
Then, haply, when the stroke offetid. 

No longer prone to rally, 
ril silence keep to keep my friend, 

And check the sportive Sally. 

4 . 
And as Old Time speeds on apace, 

His sport and prey to make us ; 
With hasty strides and hot-foot chace 

Determined to o'ertake us ; • 

When from the Sally-port of life 

We move to close Life's tally, 
Releas'd from cankering care and strif 

Triumphant be our Sally. 
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Parody, according to Johnson, is " A kind 
of writing, in which the words of an author or 
his thoughts are taken, and by a slight change 
adapted to some new purpose." The Parody 
is, therefore, a species (^ wit which pleases 
from the surprize occasioned by the contrast 
between the old and the new application. A 
very excellent specimen of this occurs in The 
Fashionable World displayed, by The Rey. 
John Owen, in a Parody on Gray's Ode to 
Springy ill the character of A Man of Fashion. 

III. 

ODE ON THE SPRING. 

BY A MAN OP FASHION. 
1 

Lo ! where the party-giving dames. 

Fair Fashion's tram, appear. 
Disclose the long-expected games, 

And wake the modish year. 
The opera-warbler pours her throat, 
Responsive to the actor's note. 

The dear-bought harmony of Spring; 
While, beaming pleasure as they fly, 
Bright flambeaus thro' the murky sky 

Their welcome fragrance fling. 



i 
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2 

Where'er the rout's fall myriads close 

The staircase smdihe doM, 
Where'er thick files o£ belles and beaus 

Perspire thro' ev'ry pore: 
Beside some faro-table's brink. 
With me the Muse shall stand and think, 

(Hemm'd sweetly in by squeeze of stale,) 



? How vast the comfort of the crowd, 



How condescending are the proud, 
How happy are the great. 

3 
Still is the toiling hand of Care, 

The drays and hacks repose ; 
But, hark, haw thro' the vacant air 

The rattling clamo.ur glows ! 
The wanton Miss and rakish Blade, 
Eager to join the masquerade. 

Thro' streets and squares pursue their fan : 
Home in the dark some bashful skim ; 
Some, ling'ring late, their motley trim 

Exhibit to the sun. 

4 
To Dissipation's playful eye, 

Such is the life of man. 
And they that hdlt and they that fl j 

Should have no other jdan : 
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Alike the busy and the gay 

Should sport all night till break of day, 

In Fashion's varying colours drest; 
Till seiz'd for debt through rude mischance, 
Or chill'd by age, they leave the dance. 

In gaol or dust — to rest. 
5 
Methinks I hear, in accents low, 

Some sober quiz reply, 
Poor child of Folly ! what art thou ? 

A Bond-street butterfly ! 
Thy choice nor Health nor Nature greets, 
No taste hast thou of vernal sweets, 

Enslav'd by noise, and dress, and play: 
Ere thou art to the country flown. 
The sun will scorch, the Spring be gone. 

Then leave the town in May. 



The following Songs may perhaps be more 
properly termed ingenious than witty. 

IV. 
A GOOD WIFE. 

1 
A Wife domestic, good and pure. 
Like Snail J should keep within her door; 
But not like Snail^ in silver'd track, . ^ 
Place aU her wealth upon her back. 
Kk2 
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2 
A Wife should belike Echo true, 
And, courteous^ speak wben spoken. to; 
But not like Echo still be heard 
Contending for the final word. 



! - 3 

j Like a Town Clock a Wife should .be, 

I Keep time and regularity ; 

' But not like Clocks harangue so clear 

j That all the town her voice, might bear. 

4 
^ Young Man, if these allusions strike, 

She whom,a8 Inrlde yoi^M hail, 
Should be just likcy and just ifizlike 
An Echoy Clocky and Snail. 



ECHO SONG. 



1 
Echo ! tell me while I wander 

O'er this verdant plain to prove him, 
If my shepherd still grows fonder, 
Ought I in return to love him ? 

Echo. Love him, love him. 



INGENIOUS AND HUMOUROUS SONGS. 379 
2 

If he loves, as is the fashion, 
Should I churlishly forsake him ; * 

Or, in pity to his passion, 
Fondly to my bosom take him ? 

Echo. Take him, take him, 

3 
Thy advice I'll then adhere to, 

Since in love's soft bands I've led him, 
And with Henry shall not fear to 
Marry, if you answer — 'wed him. 

Echo. Wed him, Wed him. 



YESTERDAY, TO-DAY, and TO-MORROW. 



YESTERDAY. 

Yesterday ! — ^thy motley fate 
Is from death a birth to date; 
All existence to disclaim. 
When w€ give thee first a name. 

Thy survivor is ^^ To-day ^'^ 
Soyfei^ithoU'caird Yesterday; 
And as moves the wheel of sorrow, 
He will have thy name to-morrow. 



380 LETTER VII. 

TO-DAY. 

But the day begins to rise, 
Man's inestimable prize ! 
Now the past his death receives, 
And the opening future lives ! 

Coihe, To'dai/y I'll cling to thee ! 
Come, and pitch thy tent with me! 
What is Yesterdat/y review'd? 
Empty as To-morroub^s good. 

TO-MOajlOW. 

Last intrudes To^morrozsi^s gloom, 
Stern with its imperious doom; 
Tells me of the day that flies, 
Never lives, but never dies. 

Bom at twelve, shuts up the nighty 
Perishmg before it's light ; 
Fancy's child, and Folly's Queen, 
Lov'd and fear'd, but still unseen. 



VIL 
GOOD-BYE AND HOW-D'YE-DO. 

BY THE HON. W. R. SPEIiCEB. 
1 

One day Good-bye met How-d'ye-do 

Too close to shun saluting. 
But soon the rival sisters flew 

From kissing to disputing. 
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" Away," says How-d'ye-do, " your mien 

Appals my cheerful nature. 
No name so sad as your's is seen 

In sorrow's nomenclature," • 

2 
" Whene'er I give one sunshine hour, 

Your cloud comes o'er to shade it ;, 
Where'er I plant one blooming flower,^ 

Your mQdew drops to fade it." 

^* E'er How-d'ye-do has tun'd each tongue 

To Hope's delightful measure, 
Good-bye in friendship's ear has rung 

The knell of parting pleasure.". 

3 
*^ From sorrow's part my cheinic skill 

Draws smiles of consolation ; 
Whilst you from present joys distill 

The tears of separation." . 

Good-bye replied ^* Your statement's true 

And well your cause you've pleaded ; 
But, pray, who thinks of How-d'ye-do, 

Unless Good-bye preceded?" 
4 
^^ Without my prior influence, 

Could yours have ever flourisfa'd. 
And can your hands one flow'r dispense, 

But those my tears have nourish'd?" 



382 LETTER Til. 

^^ How oft, if at the court of love 

ConcealmeQt be the fashion. 
When How-d'ye-do has fail'd to move, 

Good-bye reveals the passion.*^ 

5 
" How oft when love's soft fires decline, 

As ev'ry heart remembers. 
One sigh of mine, and only mine. 

Revives the dying embers." 

<* Gro bid the timid lover chuse,. 

And I'll resign my charter,. 
If he for ten kind How-d'ye-dos 

One kind Good-bye would barter,'* 

6 
'* From love and friendship's kindred source 

We both derive existence. 
And they would both lose half their force^ 

Without our joint assistance." 

^^ 'Tis weH, the world our merit kn^m^ 

Since time, there*s no denying. 
One half in How-d'ye-doing goes. 

And t'other in Good-bying." 
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VIII. 

THE WORTHY LOVER. 



1 
Now^ tellme^ Artist^ can She love? 
Or^ loving^ can She constant prove? 
Constant She is, and love She can ; 
But hard it is, to find the Man ! 

JVhat one to please Her must he be? 
Worthy and lovely, such as She. 
2 . 
Then must I of her Love despair > 
For she so worthy is and fair^ 
As the best worthiness in me 
Cannot come near in least degree: 

Shall I then strive to quench my Jirtf 
No ; rather love, and still admire. 
3 
For She Lovers proper subject is, 
Who liipves not Her, doth love amiss! 
I^ll love Hery then^ andby Her Love^ 
So worthy I will hope to prove. 

That She may love what She hath tuughty 
And once be catch^d by what She caught. 

1650. 
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The following Song is truly humourous. 
Taking up the 'common idea in love-songs,- 
that the eyes of females and their beauties in 
general are all suns and T>rilliancies, it pursues 
it farther, and supposes that, like the sun, they 
can only be looked at through smoaked glass. 
The following verse from one of the Songs in 
Mr. Evans's Publication, p. 254. may serve as 
an ihtroduction to it : 

Aspasia rolls bcr sparkling eyes, 

And every bosom feels her power { 
The Indians thus vfeir Pbcebus rise* 

And gaze in raptare and adore. 
Qaick to the soul the piercing splendors dart, 
Firee^ery vein, and melt the coldest heart. 

IX. 
THE BLACK SPECTACLES: 

A PROPOSAL TO THE LADIES. 

BY LT. COL. JAMES DALRYMPLB. 



1 

When the Wise-ones incline t' famine the 
Sun, 

They call a smoak'd Glass to their aid. 
Thus ev'ry Danger of Blindness they shun, 

So soften'd his Rays by the shade. 



INGENIOUS AND HUIIIOUROUS SONGS. 385 
2 

Our Ladies have now adopted this plan ; 

How much we their Goodness should prize ! 
In place of the moveable skreen of a Fan, 

They veil with a Curtain their Eyes. 

3 
We now, without risk, their Lustre may view ! 

Contemplate their Charms at our Ease, 
From Feature to Feature the chace may pursue. 

And fix, on which ever we please. 

4 
For think not *tis form'd of a close-wov'n stuff, 

No malice their Bosoms could move ! 
Far from it, 'tis thin and transparent enough 

To shew the mild Graces we love. 

5 
But hard for each possible case to provide, 

Since many Freebooters are found, 
By lifting the Head, or a peep o' one side. 

Some eye-shots continue to wound. 

6 
I've thought of a Scheme ; I humbly propose 

Such artful designs to defeat : 
A pair of black Spectacles plac'd on the Nose 
Will render our safety compleat. 

1789. 

Ll 
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The following stanzas, taken from Cowper's 
Poem on Frienship, from which I hare alreadj 
selected some stanzas in the second volume of 
my Collection, may well be ranked among 
Ingenious Songs: they are very spirited, but 
the manner of them is evidently adopted from 
Dr, Watts's Poem, called Few Happy Matches, 
given before, p, 309. 



FRIENDSHIP. 



1 
A FRIENDSHIP, that in frequent fits 
Of controversial rage emits 

The sparks of disputation^ 
Like hand in hand insurance j^tes, 
Most unavoidably creates 

The thought of conflagration, 

2 
A man renowned for repartee 
W31 seldom scruple to make free 

With friendship's finest feeling. 
Will thrust a dagger at your breast, 
And say he wounded you in jest. 

By way of balm for healing. 
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Some fickle creatures boast a soul 
True as a needle to the pole. 

Their humour yet so various — 
They manifest their whole life thro' 
The needle's deviations too, 

Their love is so precarious. 

4 
The great and small but rarely meet 
In terms of amity complete, 

Plebeians must surrender, 
And yield so much to noble folk, 
As is combining fire with smoke, 

Obscurity with splendour. 

5 
Some are so placid and serene 
(As Irish bogs are always green> 

They sleep secure from waking y 
And are indeed a bog that bears 
Your unparticipated cai'es 

UnmoY*d and without qUaking. 

6 
Courtier and patriot cannot mix 
Their heterogeneous politics 

Without an effervescence. 
Like that of salts with lemon juice, 
Which does not yet like that produce 

A friendly coalescence. 
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7 
To prove at last my main intenf 
Needs no expence of argument. 

No cutting and contriying^- 
Seeking a real friend we seem 
To adopt the chymist's golden dream. 

With still less hope of thriving. 
8 
But His not timber, lead, and stone. 
An architect requires alone 

To finish a fine building — 
The palace were but half complete, 
If he could possibly forget 

The carving and the gilding, 

9 
The man that hails you Tom or Jack, 
And proves by thumps upon your back 

How he esteems youi* merit. 
Is such a friend, that one had need 
Be very much his friend indeed 

To pardon or to bear it. 

10 
Some act upon this prudent plan, 
" Say little and hear all you can." 

Safe policy but hateful — 
So barren sands imbibe the shower, 
But render neither fruit nor flower 

Unpleasant and ungrateful. 
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These samples — ^for alas ! at last 
These are but samples, and a taste 

Of evils yet unmentioned — 
May prove the task a task indeed, 
In which 'tis much if we succeed 

However well-intentioned. 



Burlesque being one species of humour, the 
following is given as a satire on that over-refined 
sensibility ; which feels, where no sympathy is 
required, and withholds it, where' duty and 
affection should cherish it. 

XI. 

EFFUSION 



^ CANDLE 

WmCH WAS JSNVFFEJ) TOO LOW. 



1 

Little Candle snuflPd too low ! 
Ah ! I felt the cruel blow ; 
I saw the ruffian Snuffers rise. 
He marked thee for his savage prize^ 
l12 
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And, stretching wide his sable jaw, 
Gorg'd thee in his hongry maw : 
I feel thy plenitude of woe, — 
Pretty CANBLBSDuff'd too low ! 

2 
Little Candle snuff 'd too low! 
Well thy virtues do I know. 
In thy sorrow-beaming eye 
The starting tear, alas I I spy ; 
Now in grief you melt away, 
I feel the sympathetic sway, 
Dear sensibility's fine flow, — 
Injur'd Candle snuff*d too low ! 

3 
Little Candle snuff'd too low ! 
Do not — Do not leave me so. 
Ah ! thine eye is waxing dim, 
Thy mould so fair, thy form so slim 
Deform'd and haggard now appears, — 
Ah stop ! ah stop ! these scalding tears, — * 
Nor out, alas ! despairing go — 
Mournful Candle snuff 'd too low ! 



* mine owo tear* 

Do tcald like motten lead. 

Ktkg Lbar, Act IT. S. 7. 
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4 
Little Canble snuff 'd loo low ! 
Now returning life you shew, 
Fire rekindles in thine eye 
No more you heave the burning sigh, — -^ 
Now again thy beauties shine, — 
The joy is yours, — the joy is mine, — 
I feel the sympathetic glow, — 
Recovered from thy snuff too low ! 



The two following Songs owe their humour 
chiefly to the stories on which they are 
founded. 

XII. 

THE DUMB BEGGAR. 

1 
For alms and compassion a widow was fam'd, 
And her house was well known to the halt and 

the maim'd, 
With " hand open as day" she would freely 

impart, 
And added her counsel, and felt with her heart. 



• With {roam that thunder love, with sighs of fire. 

Twelfth Night, Act L S. 5. 
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2 

But her friends sometimes said she encourage* 

ment gare 
To sloth and to vice, not the wretch, but the 

knave : 
And imposture full often obtained the fair mite, 
Which better had sought the poor wretch out 

of sight. 

On crutches she saw a sad object once come, 
With a scroll at his breast, that the wearer was 

dumb. 
For the alms of the friendly he earnestly prayM, 
And the gift would be amply by Heaven repaid. 

4 
" Alas ! my good friend, thou my pity dost 

claim. 
Ah! where is thy parish; and what is ihj 

name? 
Say how thy misfortunes upon thee have come. 
How long hast thou been thus decrepit and 

dumb?" 

5 
<^ Alas ! my good lady, how quickly time wears, 
Since first I was taken 'tis now full six years." — 
The tone of compassion the beggar had caught, 
He answer'd the question without further 
thoughts 
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" Thou daring impostor," the lady then cried, 

" Is this thy sad story j that thou art tongue- 
tied ! 

Here, John, call the constable, bid him not 
waif. 

To the House of Correction TU have you borne 
straight." 

7 
From his moment's delusion the beggar awaVd, 
He saw that his all on one effort was stak'd ; 
He had ta'en to his tongue, and his danger he 

feels, 
So was soon out of sight, — ^for he took to his heels. 

8 
Hence learn, ye, whose hearts love to feel for 

distress. 
Lest, disgusted, you're tempted your alms to 

suppress. 
Learn merely, thus caution'd, your object to 

know. 
And let Prudence direct you in what you bestow. 
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XIII. 

THE FRIENDS AND THE OYSTER. 

TuKE : IJm daughter you JUve» in The Duenna. 



1 
O IT the sea shore one day as two friends were a 

walking, 
And of this thing and that thing complacentlj 

talking, 
Just where the ebb'd ware fcft the shingle the 

moister, 
They both cast their eyes on a fine well-fed 

Oyster, 

Stalling and running, 

Not without canning. 
Together they seiz'd oa this fine well^^d 

Oyster. 

2 
One claim'd it as his, and the dther as his. 
To a broad grin succeeded a dismal long phiz^ 
Till at length they began to dispute and to 

roister. 
And all for the sake of this fine well-fed Oyster, 

Scoldbg and wrangling, 

Jeering and jangling. 
And all for the sake oiihis fine well-fed Oyster, 
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A brisk Lawyer came by, and beholding the stir, 
He paus'd^ — ^they agreed the whole case to refer, 
'* I'm fitter," said he, " far than monk in a 

cloister, 
To arbitrate 'twixt you concerning the Oyster." 

Humming and hawing, 

Eying and clawing. 
He werit on to arbitrate touching the Oyster. 

4 
The Lawyer looked wise, " 'twas the custom", 

he said, . 
" For the law ne'er to speak were the lawyer 

unpaid^ 
The law was supreme, not a mouth that out- 

voic'd her. 
Yet would she decide even on a poor Oyster."— 

Statements then hearing,^ — 

The matter appearing, — 
Proceeded to arbitrate touching the Oyster. 

5 
He opcn'd the Oyster, no fool you may think, — 
Shook it into his mouth, down it went in a 

twink, • 

And when the friends' eyes look'd as if growing 

moister, 
To each he presented a shell of the Oyster ; 
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Angry and vexed, 
ChagrinM and perplexed 
Each only obtaiu'd a bare shell of the Oyster. 

6 
Attend, all ye friends, — and attend, all ye foes, — 
Hence learn *twixt yourselves all your strifes to 

compose, 
A recourse to the law when you wrangle and 

roister. 
May probably end like the Friends and the 

Oyster, 

Too much in grasping 

A shadow you're clasping, — 
Ere you fly to the law, sing The Friexds 

AND THE Oyster. 



The humour of the following song ccmsists 
chiefly in making the phrase It is but a proper 
name, and shewing how it is the cause of some 
extravagance and even ruin in .the world. 

XIV. 

THE 'TIS BUTS. 

* 

I 

You ask me the secret by which we contrLve 
On an income so slender so fairly to thrive ? 
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Why the long and the short of the matter is this, 
We take things as they come, and thus nought 

comes amiss, 
My sons are no sluggards, my daughters no 

sluts, 
A^nd we slill keep an eye to the main and ^Tis 

Buts. 

Neighbour Squander's grand treat, — Uis but so 

nliieh, he isays, 
And his wife's fine new gowri, — Vw but so 

nmch she pays; 
' Tis but so much the fair, Uis but so much the 

play? 

His child's gew'gaws too, — His but that thrown 

away ; 
Buteach '/is i«^ grows on, till they nm on so fast. 
That he finds His but coming to want at the 

last. ^ 

3 
Now something occurs, and he says, like a 

ninny, 
I'll buy it at once, for it if but a guii^a ; 
And then sooiething else, and he still is more 

willing, 
For it is but a trifle, it is but a shilling : 
M m 
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. Then it is but a penny, it is but a mite, 
'Till the Tm buts at last sum up — ruin out- 
right. 

4 

But, for my part, I ever these maxims would 

take. 
That a little and little a mickle will make ; 
Take care of the shillings, those vain wand'ring 

elves^ 
And the pounds, my good friend, will take 

care of themselves ; 
If you quarter the road, you avoid the great 

ruts. 
And you'll run on quite smooth, if you mind the 

'TisButs. 

6 

Contentment's the object at which we should 

aim, 
It is riches and power and honour and fame. 
For our wants and our comforts, in truth, are 

but few. 
And ne'er purchase that thing without which 

you can do ; 
And this maxim of maxims most others, out 

cuts. 
If you'd thrive, keep an eye to the main^ and 

'Ti8 Buts. 
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Anotlier species of the comic Song is that in 
which some speaking is introduced in each 
verse, the music being suspended Tvhile that is 
going, on. Mr. Dibdin is very happy at this 
kind of Song, and his best are, I think, The 
Auctioneer, The Town Crier, and The Margaie 
lloy^ though there are some things in each 
which I wish were altered. 

Another very fruitful source of Immour in 
songs is comic rhyme, a subject upon which you 
have yourself, Sir, touched, both in your Essay , 
on Song-writing, p. xix. and in your Letters 
on Poetry, p. 63 and 241. 

No author abounds in these like Butler, in 
his Hudibras,* a great part of the humour of 



• When this Letter was wrilleD I believe that the whole of 
my knowledge of Hadibras was from hawing read the first 
Canto some years ago, and perhaps part of the second i and 
from having seen and heard particular passages quoted ia 
books and in conversation, and which is, certainly, the most 
advaotageoos manner of relishing the eicellencies of the work | 
as there is a sameness in it, which palls in a continned perusal. 
In the Discourse on Wit and Humour, prefised to the Second 
Volaroeof TheTrbasvry of Wit, by H.;BBfiNBT,M. a. p. 
ziiiT. the author says, '* 1 have often thought that a book more 
valuable, and much more delightful, than Hudibras itself, might 
easily be made by eitracting all the wit, or half the work* 
and arranging it in alphabetical common places.*' With this 
view, f have lately read Hudibras through, and it appears to 
jne that the wit is so ioterwoTen with the story that there is but 
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which consists in the grotesque or forced rhyme. 
For it seems to be in this, as in comic wit, that 
soaie degree of surprise is necessary to occasion 
delight ; some word is given to which wq do 
not expect that a rhyme can readily be found, 
or some word is produced to rhyme to it, which 
requires some degree of management^ some 
little force or violence,, to pronounce it so as to 
produce any thing like a similarity of sound, 
betTf^en which and its accustomed pronun« 
ciation, there is so much contrast as to excite 



a small portion of it wbicli coixld sfanel by itself. Bitt there h 
much profooeness, indecency and gnraniess througbeat the irark^ 
that, were the exceptionable passages omitted, it woald bc^Dot 
only improved io that respect^ but be less tiresome in the 
perasal. 

Having meotioned The Thbasqey of Wit it appears not 
to be irrelevant to the general design of this work to notice that 
it-is one of those works, the execution of which does not answer 
the profinBed design. The Editor says of irimself io his Pro- 
face, p. xvii. *< Above aU, he has been careftil to admit 
nothing of that obseenity and impiety which often stain works 
of this kind. That obscenity and bluephemy aveoot wit, is 
as true as trite ^ for any* fool may speak either, and the 
laoght^er is always at the (>peaker, not at the speech, Nol a 
word will befonnd in this work, that a virgin may not read to a 
company withouteither binsh, or fear of blushing." Thai (bis 
Collection is one of the best of the kind that I have seen, I am 
very ready to allow, but there appear to roe to be several 
instances of indectney and impwty^ which are not fit to be read 
cither to a company or by any one to bhssHf. ( Feb. 12, 1811.) 
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the sensation experienced from the ridiculous : 
as in the following instances, 

•And pulpit, dram ecclesiasticy 

lYas beat with fist instead of asticlc. Cahto i. 1. 11. 

A wight be was, whose very sight would 

Entitle him mirror of Knighthood. Do. 1. 15. 

That Latia was no more ditficile. 

Than to a blackbird 'tis to whistle. Do. 1. 53. 

Beside he was a shrewd philosopher. 

And bad read every text and gloss over. ' Do. 1. 127. 

This seems to be a favourite word with Butler 
to make a rhyme to, we have it frequently 
besides : 

A deep occult philosopher. 

As learo'd as tiie Wild Irish are. Do. 1. 537. 

FoTf as some late philosophers 

Have well observ'd, beasts that converse 

With man take after him.— Do. I. 789. 

There was an ancient sage philosopher 

That had read Alexander Ross over. 't^ANTO ii. 1. 1. 

Whatever sceptic could inquire for, 

ForevVy why be had a w herefore^ Canto i. 1. 131. 

This hairy meteor did denounce 

The fall of sceptre« and of crowns* Do. I. 247. 

Tbo' it rontrilwted its own fall. 

To wait upon the public do wnfal. Do. 1. 255. 

If any yet be so fool-hardy, 

T' expose themselves to vain jeopardy. Do. 1. 595. 

M m 3 
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When he*t ^ogagM, and Ultes no ootkie. 

If any preis upon him, who 'Us. Do« 1. 701. 

Great actions are not always true sons 

Of great and mighty resolutions. I>o» 1. 885. 

You mention the comic rhymes of Swift as 
being superior to those of Butler, (Letters on 
Poetry, p. 241.) a few of them shall be given, 
though it is difficult to find a poem of his of the 
humourous kind to which reference can be made 
with propriety. His Rhapsody On Poetry is 
perliaps as little liable to exception as any with 
which I am acquainted : 

And here a simile comes pat in : 

Though Chickens talte a month to fatten, &c. 

In modern wit all printed trash is 

Set off with numerous breaks^^aod dashes — 

Convey by penny-post to Lintot, 
But let no f/iend aHve IooIl into 't* 

For you can ne'er be loo far gone 
In all our modern critics jargon. 

Read all the prefaces of Dry den, 
And these our critics much confide in. 

A forward critic often dupes us 
With sham quotations, peri bupsoos s 
And, if we have not read LoBgimis, 
Will magisterially out-shine us. 
Then lest with Greek he over-run ye. 
Procure the book for love or money, &c. 

Complain, as many an ancient bard did. 
How genius is no more rewarded. 
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Yet what the world refused to LewU, 
Applied to George, exactly true is. 
Exactly true ! invidious poet ! 
'Tis tifty thousand tiraes below it. 
Translate me now some lines, if you cao, 
F(om Virgil, Martial, Ovid, Lucao, 



It strikes me that something of the same kind 
of sensation, a surprize and pleasure is excited 
if the rhyme be particularly apt, if it comes 
pat in; as in the following instances from the 
same poem : 



While everji fool his claim alledges, 
As if it grew in common hedges. 

And how agreeably surprizM 
Are you to see it advectiz*d ! 

Be silent as a politician. 

For talking may l>eget suspicion. 

You lose your tredit all hi oace ; 
The towu will mark you for a dunce* 

Or like a bridge that joints a roarisb 
To moorlands of a d liferent parish. 

His humble senate this professes 

In all their speeches, votes, addi'esses. 

And each perfection long imputed. 
Is fully at his death confuted. 

Judicious Rymer oft review. 
Wise Oeonis, and profooad Bossu. 

You raise the honour of the peerage. 
Proud to attend you at the steerage* 



t 
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The rbjmes in Garrick's Epigram on Dr. 
II iU are verj happy : 

XXI. 
For physic and farces. 
His equal there scarce is { 
His farr«s are physic, 
His physic a farce Is. 

The bad rhymes in the Epigram on Footeand 
Quin, given before, (p. 368.) add to the general 
effect of the piece. On this ground I trust the 
rhymes in the Song of The Oniony in the first 
volume of my collection, p. 34^. may be 
defended. 

A compound rhyme is introduced in a song in 
your Vocal Poetry, (p. 237.) The subject is 
light, but it does not appear sufficiently hu- 
mourous to admit the comic rhyme : 

Friendship of another kiod is, &c. 
Love, one grain is worth the Indies. 

In Congreve's song " Tell me no more I am 
deceiv'd," (Essays on Song- Writing, p. 209.) 
we have the triple rhymes* of common — woman 
and no man — and hard thing—farthing and 
bargain. 

The Song of The Tight Little Island is 
very good in its comic rhymes, and with a few 
alterations would be an excellent Song. I have 
been informed on good authority that it was a 
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favourite with the late amiable Bishop of London, 
who used to repeat the burden of it with great 
satisfaction. The Friends and the Oyster, given 
before, p. 394. contains some comic rhymes. 

The effect of these rhymes is heightened 
when still farther violence is done to a word, as 
where it is divided, and one or more syllables 
put at the end of one line as a rhyme, and the 
other, or the remainder carried on to the begin- 
ning of the next, as in that admirable burlesque 
Song, in the play of The Rovers, in the Poetry 
of the Anti- Jacobin : 

VERSE 5. 

There first for thee my passion |(rew. 

Sweet! sweet Matilda Hottingenl 
Thou wast the daughter of my Tu— 
•«tor, Law Professor at the U^ 
^Diversity of Gottingftn— 
— Diversity of Gottingen. 

6. 
Sun, moon, and thou vain world, adieu, 
That kings and priests are plotting in : 
Here doom*d to starve on water gru— 
—el never shall I see the U— 
— niversity of Gottingen— 
—Diversity of Gottingen. 

The com^und rhyme has been sometimes ad- 
mitted into serious Songs, where, if it be suffered 
to pass, it certainly is not desirable. Collins 
ii^roduces into his Date Obolum Bellisario : 
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Aft the wi8(« great and i^^od of tby frowns seldom Wapc aaj, 
Witness brave Bellisarius who begg*d for a half-penny. 

This would occasion a laugb, did not the 
subject and the tune repress it. Again, 

Bot each conquest 1 gaioM, I made friend and foe know, 
That my soars onl j aim was pro publico bono. 

In' the Song of The Pilgrim, by Bunyan, in 
his Pilgrim's Progress, (see my Collection, 
Vol. ii. p. 383.) a compound rhyme is intro- 
duced which would be much more in its place 
in a humourous composition : 

Whoso beset biro round 

With dismal stories. 
Do bat themselves confoondt 

His strength the more is. 

Of no species of Song does there appear to 
me to be so few good specimens as of the Comic. 
Of those sung upon the stage, many depend 
upon the mere buffoonery of the performer for 
effect. Such, chiefly, were those written for 
the late Edwin, and other performers. Many 
of them are indelicate, and some very gross; 
and many are upon subjects equally improper, 
as making fun of the natural infirmities of 
persons, which is the subject of one of the 
Songs in The Children in the Wood. Collins's 
are of abetter kind, though they want much 
correcting. lie is deficient in refinement, and 
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is sometimes gross and even profane. Mr. 
Dibdin*s Comic Songs are, in my estimation, 
among our very best; though his, like the 
laurel, would flourish more under the pruning 
knife ; 1 wish it could be said of Mr. D., as of 
the laurel, that he " loves the knife." His 
Comic Songs have generally instruction, as 
well as wit and humour. 

I am, Sir, with great respect, 
Your &c. 
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LETTER VIII. 

SACRED SONGS. 

Clare Hall, November 26, 1810* 



SIR, 



Having closed each of my former volumes of 
Songs with a class of Sacred Songs, I fi^l 
unwilling to bring this to a conclusion without 
givipg some few specimens of compositions in the 
highest style, namely addresses to the Deity in 
whom " we live and move and have our being". 
Acts xvii. 38. to whom we look for succour in 
our spiritual life in this world, and for everlasting 
happiness in the world to come. To enter upon 
a discussion of the excellence of Sacred Poetry 
and the requisites i&r it would lead me iar 
beyond the limits which I must now prescribe 
myself; and, for the advantage of such of my 
readers as may wish to see something upon the 
subject, I will merely refer them to Dr. Watts's 
Preface. to his HoraB Lyricae and the authors 
he there mentions. After noticing those Chris- 
tians who " imagine that poetry and vice are 
naturally a kin ; or at least, that verse is only fit 
to recommend trifles, and entertain our looser 
hours, but is too light and trivial a method to 



\ 
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treat any thing that is serious and sacred*', he says 
** They subrait, indeed, to use it in divine 
psalmody, but they love the driest translation of 
the psalms the best. ' ' He then produces some of 
the most sublime and beautiful passages from the 
sacred writings, and adds, " Who is there now 
will dare to assert, that the doctrines of our 
holy faith will not indulge or endure a delight- 
ful dress ?" and quotes a passage from Raping 
Reflections upon Eloquence, in which he says^ 
that ^^ the majesty of our religion ; the holiness 
of its laws, the purity of its morals, the height 
of its mysteries, and the importance of every 
subject that belongs to it requires a grandeur, a 
nobleness, a majesty,* and elevation of style 
suited to the theme: sparkling images and 
magnificent expressions must be used, and are 
best borrowed from scripture : let the preacher, 
that aims at eloquence, read the prophets inces- 
santly, for their writings are an abundant source 
of all the riches and ornaments of speech." 

Another passage, from Mrs. Barbauld's 
Thoughts on the Devotional Taste, shall be all 
I will add on this subject before I produce my 
specimens : *^ It is the character of the present 
age to fdlow litOe to sentiment, and all the warm 
and generous emotions are treated as romantic 
by the supercilious brow of a cold-hearted 

N n 
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philosc^hy. The man of sciaice, with an air 
of superiority, leaves them to some florid 
declaimer who professes to work upon the pas- 
sions of the lower class, where they are so 
debased by noise and nonsense, that it is no 
wonder if they move disgust in those of elegant 
and better informed minds. Yet there is a 
devotion generous, liberal,, and humane, the 
child of more exalted feelings than base minds 
can enter into, which assimilates man to higher 
natures, and MBs him f^ above this visible 
diurnal sphere.** Its pleasures are ultimate, 
and when early cultivated continue vivid even 
in that uncomfortable season of life when some 
of the passions are extinct, when imagination is 
dead, and the heart begins to contract within 
itself. Those who want this taste, want a sense, 
a part of their nature, and should not presume 
to judge of feelings to which they must ever be 
strangers. No one pretends to be a judge in 
poetry or the fine arts, who has not both a 
natural and a cultivated relish for them ; and 
shall the narrow-minded children of earth 
absorbed in low pursuits, dare to treat as 
visionary, objects which they have never made 
themselves acquainted with ? Silence on such 
subjects will better become them." P. 3. 
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I. 

JUBILEE HYMN, 

FOR THE 85TH DAT OF OCTOBER, 1809« 

•N WHICERIS MJUESTY ENTERED ON THE FIFTIETH TEAR 
OF HIS REIGN. 

BY THE REV. LEIGH RICHMOND. 



1 

Ye Christians, who dwell in Britannia's fair isle, 

Which our God has long bless'd with his pros- 
perous smile, 

Fill the Courts of the Lord, at your Sovereigo^s 
command. 

For the Jubilee trumpet resounds through the 
land. 

2 

'Tis Gratitude's voice that proclaims the glad 

day! — 
Shall the soul that fears God, the high call 

disobey ? 
On the watch-towers of Israel we'll each take 

our stand. 
For the Jubilee trumpet resounds through the 

land. 
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3 

We thank thee, O God, for the blessings 

weWe proy'd, 
In the Iong-lengthen*d reign of a Monarch so 

lov'd; 
With load gratnlation we join in one band, 
For the Jubilee trumpet resounds through the 

land. 

4 

WhUst our Monarch the sceptre of Britain has 
sway'd, 

Religitm and Truth happj progress have made ; 

We confess this support <^thy merciful hand, 

Now the Jubilee trumpet resounds through the 
land. 

5 

Distant Africa's sons shall unite heart aud voice, 

For her chains are no more— let her freemen 
rejoice — 

They shall echo the chorus that -freedom de- 
mands. 

For the Jubilee trumpet resounds through both 

lands. 

6 

Whilst our offerings of mercy we cheerfully 

bring, 
*Tis our heart's supplicaticm, O God, save the 

King! 
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On thy church and thy people, a blessing 

command, 
For the Jubilee trumpet resounds through the 

land. 
Fear God^ boooar the Kiois:,— 1 Pet. ii. 17. 



II. 

AN ODE 

ON HIS MAJESTY'S ILLNESS* 
1789. 

BY ANNE FRANCIS. 

1 

Long fix*d in this rural retreat, 

To pleasures domestic confin'd. 
No troubles, I thought, of the great 

Could ruffle the calm of my mind : 
Each morning contented I rose. 

And blest the return of the light ; 
At even prepared for repose. 

And quietly slept thro* the night. 
2 
The moments thus glided away, 

Reliev'd by the Muse, with a song; 
So cheerfully passed the long day. 

That I never once thought it too long; 
NnS 
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For firfendship, with lore in her trab, 
Enraptur'd the moments that flew ; 

And the forest and f arze-skirted plain 
Were objects stiD dear to the view. 

3 
But, ah I what sad tidings I hear t 

With anguish I list td the tale ! 
My eye is surcharged with a tear, 

And I sigh to the sorrowing gale ! 
The heart that is human mtist mourn, 

The tear of compassicm mil flow : 
Will the bright*sun of healing return — 

To gOd this horizon of woe ? 

4 
O9 Lord of soft mercy, attend! 

The ragings (^frenzy controul, 
Bid the beams of refreshment descend, 

And relume the dark sphere of his soul ! 
In pity — oh ! hear us complain ! 

In mercy — attaid to our pray» f 
Assist him his woes to sustain, 

And shield his sad mind from desprar ! 

5 
O, listen awhile to the lay, — 

The motive that prompts me to sing 
Is the homage afiection would pay — 

To the man whcHu I loye as my King f . 
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How sweet are the tones of the lyre — 

When duty engages the song I 
\f hen gratitude breathes on the wire, 

And wafts the soft measures along I 

6 
The forest and furae-skirted plain 

No longer afford me delight ; 
The landscape is varied in vain, 

The objects grow dim on the sight : 
I feel for the woes of the great, 

My heart is with anguish opprest ; 
No language, alas ! can relate 

The sorrow that saddens my .breast. 

7 • 
May the bright-sun of healing return ! 

The source of sweet-comfort descend ! 
Our hearts shall with gratitude burn, 
Till life, and till gratitude end : 
Then, aloft in the mansions of air 

Enraptur'd we'll strike the bold strings— 
Loud Anthems of glory prepare—- 
To the Lord — the protector of Kings. 
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III. 

AN ODE 

ON HIS MAJESTY'S RECOVERY, 

1789. 

BY THR SAMS. 

TvHi : Tht Hjfmu of S«e. 
1 

Sound, Lute, the sweet concords of praise! 

Enraptur'd I strike the bold string, 
Loud Anthems of gratitude raise, 

For God has restored us our King! 
Pale Faction in solitude mourns! 

Leave the tears of her Minions to flow ; 
The bright sun of healing returns, 

And gilds the horizon of woe. 

2 

See, the Monarch from languor arise ! 

He bends at the footstool of grace ; 
Fair gratitude beams from his eyes, 

And devotion illumines his iace ! 
See the circle of virtue attend. 

With looks of complacence and love ; 
Their raptures like inqense ascend — 

And Angels record them above. 
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3 

What bo$om bat throbs with delight, 

When fancy presents to the mind 
The Pair Mrhem such virtues unite,-** 

The blessing, and joy of mankind I 
O ! long may the God they adore 

Grant life^ unimpair'd by alloy ! 
When life is a blessing no more — 

Transport them, to mansions of joy ! 

4 
O Lora of sweet mercy, to thee-^ 

With fervent devotion I sing; 
My spirit, exalted and free. 

Exults in the praise of my Kingl 
O, grant, that a subject's faint pray'r 

May reach thy celestial abode ! 
Wing the theme thro' the regi(Mis of air, 

And give it access to mj God. 

6 
To devotion He tempered the clay 

Embellished and form'd by his hand, — 
Soon the mind caught the heav'nly ray. 

And, instant, began to expand ; 
Devotion enraptured the tongue, « 

The passions confess'd its controul, — 
And blest were the transports that sprung 

All warm and direct from the soul ! 
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6 

Now Uess'd be the God we adore, t 

Who pours down his balm from aboye f 
Who smUes in displeasure noimore— 

But turns with refreshment and love i 
The boon shall our gradtude raise. 

And urge, in full chorus, to sing, — 
Till the forest, made vocal with praise, 

Re-echo with — Gon Save the King. 



IV- 
AN ODE, 

eUNG AT EDGEFIELD CHURCH, NORFOLK, BT THE SCHOLARS 
OF THE SUNDAY SCHOOL, ON THE S3D OF APRIL, l7fi0U 

BEIMO TBS DAT OF THANKIGITIITG FOE 
HIS MAJSSTVS RBCOVBRY. 

BY THB SAMB. 

1 

Britons, your voices raise, 
Sound the full chords of praise. 

Strike the loud strbg : 
Let's in full chorus join. 
To our great God, benign, 
Who bids his mercy shine 

On George our King. 
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2 

O Lord, our God, attend,— 
While the pure themes ascend 

On ra{)tur'd wing ; 
Accept the grateful strain ; 
Long may our Monarch reign, 
Exempt from care and pain — 

Long live the King. ^ 

3 
Hark ! the long aisle rebounds I 
Raise the seraphic sounds, 

Hosannas sifig ! 
Join, ye attentive throng-^ 
-Swell the etstatic song, 
With notes sublime, and strong-— 

To God, our King. 



THANKSGIVING HYMN 

FOB THE KING'S RECOVERY, 

1789. 

BY G. W. I«EMON JUN. 

1 

Oh, God of comfort! deign 
To hear the humble strain 
Which now we sing ; 
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Kneeling before thy throne, 
Let us that mercy own. 
Which thou hast lately sheirn 
To our blest King. 

2 
Grant him in peace and wealth. 
Long to enjoy his health, — 

God save the King. 
O let thy mighty arm 
Shield him from ev'iy harm, 
O save from each alarm, 

George, our blest King, 

3 
Here, while to thee we bend, 
Lord! let thy grace descend 

On silver wing ! 
Let our glad hearts express 
Our grateful happiness ; 
Grant we may long possess 

Great George, our King. 

4 
Laud Him, who once again 
Raised from the bed of pain 

Our gracious Kii^ ! 
Praise ! — Praise the Lord on high, 
Sound his name to the sky. 
And let all voices cry 

Long live tub Kino ! ! 
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VL 

' I WILL PRAISE THE LORD 
AT ALL TIMES. 

BY COWPER. 
1 

Winter has a joy for me, 
While the Saviour's charms I read, 

Lowly, meek, from blemish free, 
In the snow-drop's pensive head. 

S 
Spring returns, and brings along 

Life-invigorating suns : 
Hark I the turtle's plaintive scHig, 

Seems to speak his dying groans ! 

3 
Sunmier has a thousand charms, 

All expressive of his worth ; 
'Tis his sun that lights and warms. 

His the air that cools the earth. 

What, has Autumn left to say 

Nothing of i Saviour's grace ? 
Yes, the beams of milder day 

Tell me of his smiling face, 
o o 
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5 



Light appears with early dawn ; 

While the sun makes haste to rise> 
See his bleeding beauties drawn 

On the blashes of the skies. 



'Ey^ning, with a silent pace, 
Slowly moying in the west, 

Shews an emblem of his grace, 
Points to an eternal resL 



VII. 
THE THUNDER-STORM. 

BY JAMBS MOIIXGOME&Y. 



I. 

O VOR Eyening^js brownest Shade! 

Where the breezes play by stealth 
In the forest-cinctuf'd glade. 

Round the hermitage of Health-: 
While the noon-bright mountains blaze 
Iti the sun^s tormenting rays« * 



8m;rei> son<}8% 423 

2 
O'er the sick and sultry plains, 

Through the dim delirious air, 
. Agonizing silence reigns, 

And the wanness of despair : , 
Nature faints with fervent heat, 
Ah ! her pulse hath ceas'd to beat ! 

3 
Now in deep and dreadful gloom. 

Clouds on clouds portentous spread, 
Black as if the day of doom 

Hung o'er Nature's shrinking head : 
Lo ! the ligl^tning breaks from high, 
—God is coming V — ^God is nigh 1 

Hefd: ye not hb chariot wheels. 

As the mighty thunder rolls ? 
Nature, startled Nature reels. 

From the centre to the poles : 
Tremble ! — Ocean, Earth, and Sky ! 

Tremble ! — God is passing by ! 

5 

Darkness, wUd with horror, forms 

His mysterious hiding*place ; 
Should He, from his ark of storms. 

Rend the veil and shew his fiice, 
At the judgment of his eye. 
All the universe would die. 
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6 

Brighter, broader lightmngs flash, 

Hail and rain tempestuous &II : 
Louder deeper thunders crash, 

Desolation threatens all ; 
Struggling Nature grasps for breath 
In the agcmy of death. 
7 
God of Vengeance ! from above, 

While thine awful bolts are hurVd^ 
O remember Thou art Love ! 

Spare ! O spare a guilty world! 
Stay Thy fljuning wrath awhile. 
See Thy bow of promise smile ! 

8 
Welcome, in the eastern cloud. 

Messenger of Mercy still ! 
Now, ye winds! proclaim aloud, 

" Peace on Earth, to Man good will!' 
Nature ! God's repenting child, 
See thy Parent reconcil'd ! 

9 
Hark ! the nightingale, afar, 

Sweetly sings the sun to rest, 
And awakes the evening star 

In the rosy-tinted west: 
While the moon's enchanting eye 
Opens Paradise on high I 
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10 

Cool and tranquil is the night, 
Nature's sore afflictions cease, 

For the storm, that spent its might, 
Was a covenant of peace : 

Vengeance drops her harmless rod ! 

Mercy is the POWER OF GOD ! 



VIII. 
CHARITY. 

BY MRS. BARBAULD. 



I 

Behold, whdre, breathing love divine, 

Our dying mastei stands ! 
His weeping followers gathering round. 

Receive his last commands. 

2 

From that mild Teacher's parting lips 

What tender accents felU 
The gentle precept which he gave 

Became its author well. 
003 
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3 

Blest is the man, whose soft'oing heart 

Feels for another's pain ; 
To whom the supplicating eye 

Was never rais'd in vain : 

4 
Whose breast expands with gen'rous warmth 

A stranger's woes to feel ; 
And bleeds in pity o'er the wound 

He wants the pow'r to heal. 



He spreads his kind supporting arms 

To ev'ry child of grief; 
His secret bounty largely flows, 

And brings unask'd relief. 

6 

To gentle offices of love 

Hb feet are never slow 5 
He views thro' mercy's melting eye 

A brother in a foe. 

7 

Peace from the bosom of his God, 
My peace to him I give ; • 

And when he kneels befiMre the throne 
His trembling soul shall live. 
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8 
To him protection shall be shewn, 

And mercy from above 
Descend on those who thus fulfil 

The perfect law of love. 



IX. 

A REFLECTION. 

BY WM. HOLLOW AY, 



la the midst of Life we are io Death. 



1 

E'en in the midst of life and hope, 

Dependent on a breath, 
To buoy a frail existence up, 

Axe we, alas ! in death. 
2 
The weary day of Age must close 

In evening shadows soon ; 
And those on vlhom the morning rose. 

May never see the noon. 
3 
The sturdiest heart, at length o'ertir'd, 

Obtams its long release ; 
And number'd out each pulse required. 

Shall throb itself to peace. 
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4 
The finest fibre of the brain, 

Distorted or opprest; 
The valve of one life-streaming vein 

Obstructed in the breast, 

5 
Then, not by art to be repaired, 

To dust, ftdm whence it came — 
Its virtues, birth, nor titles spar'd, 

Down sinks this fragile frame. 

6 
Lord ! shall the creature of a day, — 

The insect o[ an hour, 
The vanity of pride betray. 

Or insolence of pow*r ? 

7 
The nameless ills that sweep away 

This perishable dust, 
Should teach Humanity to stay 

On earth no more its trust. 

8 
O ! to anticipate that bliss 

Be hope and faith employed, 
Where souls a body shall possess, 

That nc*er can be destroyed. 
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X 

THE DEATH OF THE RIGHTEOUS. 



I 

Sweet is the scene when Virtue dies, 
When sinks a righteous soul to rest ; 

How mildly beam the closing eyes ! 
How gently heaves th' expiring breast ! 

2 
So fades a summer cloud away : 

So sinks the gale when storms are o^er : 
So gently shuts the eye of day : 

So dies a wave along the shore. 

3 
Triumphant smiles the victor brow, 

Fanned by some angel's purple wing. 
O Grave ! where is thy vict'ry now ? 

Invidious Death ! where is thy sting ? 

4 

A holy quiet reigns around ; 

A calm which nothing can destroy ; 
Nought can disturb that peace profound^ 

Which their unfetter'd souls enjoy. 



1 



430 LETTER VIII«- 

5 
Farewell ! conflicting joys and fears^ 

Where lights and shades alternate dwell ! 
How bright th' unchanging mom appears ! 

Farewell! inconstant World ! Farewell! 
6 
Its duty done, as sinks the day, 

Light from its load, the spirit flies ! 
While Heaven and Earth combine to say, 

*^ Sweet is the scene when Virtue dies,'* 



XL 
THE CHRISTUN'S RESURRECTION. 

BY i^DDISOV^ 



1 

When rising from the bed of death,. 

O'erwhelm'd with guilt and fear^ 
I see my Maker face to fiice, 

O how shall I appear ! 
2 
If yet while pardon may be found,. 

And mercy may be sought. 
My heart with inward horror shrinks^. 

And tremblefr at the thought ; 
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3 

^hen thou, O Xiord, sbalt stand disclosed 

In Majesty severe, 
And sit in Judgment on my soul, 

O how shall I appear 1 

4 

But thou hasttdld the troubled-mind^ ^ 

Who does her sins lament, 
The timely tribute of her tears 

ShaQ endless woes prevent. 

5 

"Then see the sorrows of my heart, 

Ere yet it be too late ; 
And hear a Savi(Hir*s dying groans 

To ^ve those sorrows weight. 

Tor never shall my soul despair 

Her pardon to procure, 
^ho knows thy only Son has dy'd 

To make her pardon sure. 
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XII. 

EVENING HYMN. 

BY SIR THOMAS BKOWN. 



1 

The night is come like to the day ; 
Depart not thou, great God, away, 
Let not my sins, black as the night. 
Eclipse the lustre of thy light. 
Keep still b my horizon ; for to me 
The sun makes not the day, but Thee. 

2 
Thou, whose nature cannot sleep, 
On my temples sentry keep ; 
Guard me 'gainst those watchful foes. 
Whose eyes are open while mine close. 
Let no dreams my head infest, 
But such as Jacob'stemples blest. 

3 

While I do rest, my soul advance. 
And make my sleep a holy trance ; 
That I may, my rest being wrought. 
Awake into some holy thought; 
And, with an active vigour, run 
My course, as doth the nimble sun. 
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4 
Sleep is a deaih, O make me trj, 
By skeping, Vfhai it is to die ; 
And as gently lay my head 
On iriy grave as now my bed. 
Howe'er I rest, great God, let me 
Awake |gain at last with thee. 

5 
And, thus assured, behold I lie 
Securely, or to wake or die. 
These are my drowsy days ; in vain 
I do now wake to sleep again : 
O come that hour, when I shall never 
Sleep agab, but wake forever. 



XIII. 
AN EVENING HYMN. 

BY JAMBS HOGG. 



. 1 

O Thou, whose glory shines sublime 
In morning's dawn or evening skies. 

Who, since the bud of fading time, 
Mad'st evening fall and morning rise : 
pp 
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2 

That Thou art great, these glowing spheres 
To every studious eye must shew; 

That Thou art good as well appears 
In every field and mountain's hrow. 

3 

That hand, which pois'd the orbs that sail 
Around yon sky of purest blue ; 

That hand hath made this lowly vale. 
And on it shed the evening dew.. 

4 

I see Thee in the stars that soar 
Slow beaming o'er the southern sea, 

As well as in the bounteous store 
That flows to nature and to me. 



The music of the vernal grove, 
Borne on the breeze, is all of 'Thee, 

As well as sacred choirs above 

Who in thy presence bow the knee. 



In Thee the insects live and move^ 
In Thee yon suns and planets shine, 

AU rest in thy upholding love, 
Great Soul of nature ! Power Divine! 
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7 



WMe musing on thy marvellous might, 
Displayed in yonder starry frame, 

Direct the fiiir impression right, 
And teach me to adore Thy Name. 



XIV. 
HYMN 

FOR SHEEP-SHEARING. 

ISAIAH Lin. 7, ». 



1 

When, dumb, beneath the shearer's hand, 
The patient sheep extended lies. 

The Prophet's words I understand. 
Who speaks of Christ's blest sacrifice. 

2 
As Lamb unto the slaughter brought, 

From spot and blemish wholly free. 
With that dear blood my life tyas bought, 

He died a sacrifice for me. 
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3 
For our transgressions vas he slain. 

With his dread stripes we all are beal'd^ 
For us he died, and rose again, 

And thus the Gospel-light reyeai'd* 
4 
All, who in him shall righteous prove. 

He, at the latest day, shall raise. 
To live with him in endless love. 

And join the blest in songs of praise. 

J. P. 



XV. • 
CHRIST IN THE MANGER. 

BY CHRISTOPHER SMART. 
IVTRODVCED IHTO TBE ORATORIO OP RE|>BMPTrOfl. 



1 

Where is this stupendous ^rang^r^ 
Swains of Solyma, advise ; 

Lead me to my master's manger ; 
Shew me where mj Saviour lies. 
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2 

Oh ! most mighty, Oh ! most holy, 
Far above the Seraphs' thought, 

Art thou then so meek and lowly 
As unheeded prophets taught ? 

3 
Oh ! the magnitude of meekness, 

Worth from Worth immortal sprung ; 
Oh ! the strength of infant weakness, 

If Eternal is so young ! ^ 

4 

God all-bounteous, all-creative. 
Whom no ills from good dissuade, 

Is incarnate, and a native 
Of the very world he made. 



XVI. 
THE REDEEMER. 



1 
Mighty God ! while Angels bless thee, 

May an infant lisp thy name ? 
Lord of men as well as Angeb, 
Thou art ev'ry creature's theme. 
pp2 



498 LETTER YIII. 

2 

Lord of ey Vy bod and natkm. 

Ancient of eternal dajs ! 
Sounded thro* the wide creation 

Be thy just aod lawful praise. 

3 
For the grandeur pf thy nature. 

Grand beyond a Seraph's thought ; 
For created works of power, 

Works with skill and kindness wrought ; 

4 
For thy providence, that governs 

Thro' thy empire's wide domain ; 
Wings an Angel, guides a sparrow, 

Blessed be thy gentle reign. 

5 

But thy rich, thy free ^ademption, 
Dark thro' brightness all along; 

Thought is poor, and poor expression, 
Who can sing that awful song ? 

6 

Did Arch-angels sing thy coming ? 

Did the shepherds learn their lays ? 
Shame would cover me ungrateful, 

Should my tongue refuse to praise. 
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7 
Brightness of thy Father's glory 1 

Shall thy praise uuutter'd lie ? 
Fly, my tongue, such guilty silence, 

Sing the Lord who came to die. 

8 
From the highest throne in glory, 

To the cross of deepest woe, 
All to ransom guilty captives — 

Flow, my praise, forever flow. 
9 
Go, return, immortal Saviour, 

Leave thy Ibot^ool, take thy throne; : 
Thence return, and reign forever. 

Be the kingdom all thine own. 



XVIL 
THE DAY OF JUDGMENT. 

A HYMN, 

FR«M THB LAY OF THX LAST MIlflTRKL. 
1 

That day of wrath, that dreadful day. 
When heaven and earth shall pass away^. . 
What power shall be the sinner's stay ? 
How shall he meet that dreadful dity ? 
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When, shriveUing like a parched scroll, 
The flaming heavens together roll ; 
When louder yet, and yet more dread, 
Swells the high trump that wakes the dead ; 



O ! on that day ! that wrathful day, 
When man to judgment wakes from clay^ 
Be Tuou the trembling sinner's stay. 
Though heaven and earth shall pass away * 



XVIII. 
BEFORE JEHOVAH'S AWFUL THRONE- 

BY THE REV. G. WHITEFIBIJ>. 
Tvhb: Denmark* 



I 

Before Jehovah's awful throne, 
Ye natimis, bow with sacred joy, 

Know that the Lord is God alone. 
He can Create, and he destroy. 
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2 

His soy 'reign pow'r, without our aid, 

Made us of jckj aud forra'd us men, 
And when like wand'ring sheep we stray'd, 

He brought us io his f<M again. 
3 
We'll croud thj gates with thankful Songs, 

High as the heay'ns our Voices raise, 
And earth with her ten thousand tongues 

Shall fill thj courts with sounding praise. 
4 
Wide as the world is thy command, 

Vast as eternity, thy love, 
Firm as a rock tby truth must stand 

When rolling years must cease to mpvc. 



XIX. 
THE LORD'S PRAYER. 

BY DR. ADAMS, 

MASTER OF PEHfiROKB COLLEGE, OXFORD. 
1 

Father of all ! be thou alone 
In heaven and earth ador'd ! 

Earth is thy footstool, heav'n thy throne, 
Thou universal Lord! 
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2 
What pow'r to praise thee, and obey^ 

Thy grace to man hath giv'n, 
That pisaise and duty let him pay, 

*TiU earth resemble heav'n. 

3 
This day be bread and peace our lot : 

AH else beneath the sun 
Thou know'st if best bestow'd or not; 

And let thy will be done.* 

4 
Thy love expecting, let us love, 

Reliev'd, let us relieve : 
Thy pity let oar pity move ; 

Forgive, as we forgive. 
5 
When from without temptations ccmie^ 

Or lusts inflame within. 
Thy grace descend, and save u&from 

The greatest evil, sin. 
6 
Supreme in power ! all nature waits 

Obedient at thy call I 
O first ! O last ! for thought too great, 

O source and end of all! 



♦ Tliii Terse is from Pope's Uoiversal Prayer. See Vol. 2. of 
ny CoUectioir, p. 41& 
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XX. 

C!OD EXALTED ABOVE ABL PRAISE. 

BY »OR. WATTS. 
1 

Eternal Power ! whose high abode 
Becomes the grandeur of a God ; 
Infinite lengfh beyond the bounds 
Where stars revolve their littl^ rounds. 

8 
The lowest step above thy seat 
llises loo high for Gabriel's feet^ 
In vain the tall arch-angel iries 
To reach thine height with wbnd^jing eyes* 

3 

Thy dazzling beauties whilst he sings 
He hides his face behind his wings ; 
And ranks 6f shining thrones around 
Fall worshipping, and spread the ground. 

4 

liOrd, what shall earth and ashes do ? 
We would adore our Maker too ; 
From sin and dust to thee we cry, 
« The Great, the Holy, and the High !" 



} 
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5 

Earili from afar has heard thy fame, 
And worms have learnt to lisp thy naine ; 
But O ! the glories of thy mind 
Leave all our soaring thoughts behind. 

6 

God is in heaven, and men below ; 
Be short, our tunes ; our words be few ; 
A sacred reverence checks our songs, 
And praise sits silent on our tongues. 



And, now, Sir, in concluding, I wish to 
express senthnents which, I trust, will accord 
with those in my first letter. Well aware of the 
extreme difficulty of writing controversy so as 
to keep within the bounds which should ever be 
prescribed to the gentleman and the Christian, 
I have endeavoured to " set a watch" — 
" before ray mouth, and keep the door rf my 
lips." Psalm cxli. 3. But, if, in the course of 
these letters, written at difterent times, and under 
various circumstances of health, of spirits and of 
business, any expression shall have escaped 
which may give oflence to you, I intreat you to 
impute it to any other motive, rather than to 
disrespect, or to want of Christian love. That 
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1 dUapprovc the work in question is the cir- 
cumstance which has given rise to these letters 
and to the expressions of disapprobationiirhich it 
has been necessary to employ. These, how- 
ever, I am well aware it is my duty to use with 
moderation, urbanity and charity. In sitting 
down to this task, I felt some reluctance, from 
the general respect which I bear to your cha- 
racter, both literary and personal; and I here 
declare that respect to have been considerably 
increased during the progress of the work from 
the various productions of your pen which I 
have read, and read in general with admiration. 
The reception which this work may meet 
from you and from the world, is as yet unknown. 
I have mentioned tliis subject at the conclusion 
of my Vth Letter, but, since that was written, 
my attention has been directed to the example 
of the Poet Spenser, who having in the early 
part of his life written two Hymns in Honour of 
Love and of Beauty, and, as he advanced in 
years, thinking them calculated to do hurt, he 
published two others to counteract their effects. 
Though I do not consider even these two as 
imexceptionable, yet the example of a writer 
endeavouring to repair any damage his writings 
may have done is highly conunendable and 
Qq 
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worthy of imitation.* His ideas upon the 
subject are expressed in his Dedication of 
them — 

" To the Right Honourable and most Virtuous 
LadieSf the Lady Margaret, Countess of 
Cumberland, and the Lady Mart, 
Countess of Warwick. 
Haying in the greener times of my Youth, 
composed these former two Hymns in the 
praise of Love and Beauty, and finding tliat 
the same too much pleased those of Like Age 
and Disposition, which being too vehemenfly 
carried with that kind of affection, do rather 
suck out poison to their strong passion, than 
honey to their honest delight ; I was moved by 
the one of you two most excellent Ladies, io call 
in ^ the same. But being unable so to do, by 
reason that many Copies thereof were formerly 
scattered abroad, I resolved at least to amend, 
and by way of retractation to reform them, making 
(instead of those two Hymns of earthly or 
natural Love and Beauty) two others, of hea- 
venly and celestial. The which I do dedicate 



• More may be seen on this subject io the Notes to my Di^ 
coarses on the Stage, p. 211* &€• 
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joyntly unto you two honourable sisters, as to 
the most excellent and rare ornaments of all true 
Love and Beauty, both in the one and the other 
kind : humbly beseeching you to vouchsafe the 
Patronage of them, and to accept this my 
humble service, in lieu of the great graces and 
honourable favours which ye daily shew unto 
me, until such time as I may by better means, 
yield you some more notable testimony of my 
thankful mind and dutiful happiness. And 
even so I pray for your happiness. 

Your Honours most bounden ever 
in all Humble Service^ 

£oM. Spenser." 
Greenwich, this first of 
September, 1396, 

But, Sir, whatever may be the reception of 
this work, I have at least this satisfaction to 
derive from it, that I have been pursuing a sub- 
ject, which I had before taken up from a due 
consideration of its importance. And of the 
satisfaction to be derived from a consciousness 
of having been discharging my duty, neither 
neglect nor obloquy can (it is hoped) deprive me ; 
nor, I trust, should I be so fortunate as to be 
received with favour, shall I be unduly elated 
by success. 
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With sentiments of great respect and esteem, 
and mrith sincere Irishes for your health and 
prosperity, 

I am, Sir, 

Your obedient humble Servant, 

JAMES PLUMPTRE. 



U9 
INDEX I. 

TO THB SONGS QUOTED OR CRITICIZED IN THIS VOLUME 
ACCORDING TO THEIR FIRST LINES. 



N. B. By means of this Index the Reader may ascertain 
ipvhether any Song in any other Collection is noticed in this 
^ork ; and any Reader not possecAd of either of Dr. AikinV 
Pablicaiions will probably find many if the Songs here noticed, 
by referring to the Indexes of any other Collections of Songs 
tv hich be may have. 
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A Blacksmith you*ll own Is so clever - - 372 

A Chieftain to the Highlands bound - - S32 

A Cobler there was and he liv'd in a stall - • 352 
A courting I went to my love (No. 9. p. 39. Humphry 

Gubbin's Courtship) - - - - 351 

A dawn of hope my soul revives ... 353 

Adieu to the village delights ... 339 

Ah! cruel maid, how hast thon changed - - 331 

Ab! tell me not that jealous fear ... 244 

Ah ! tell me no more, my dear girl, with a sigh - 247 

Ab ! the Shepherd's mournful fate - - ' 236 

Ah! why must words my flame reveal - - 356 

Alexis shunn'd his fellow swains ... 53 

All in the Dowog the fleet was moor'd - - 46 

All my past life is mine no more ... 268 

An amorous Swain to Juno pray'd ... 279 

Anna, thy charms my bosom fire - - - 340 

A nymph of evVy charm poRse8S*d • • - 332 

A plant there*s in my garden grows (The Onion) - 404 
A poor soul sat sighing under a Sicamore tree (No. 8. 

p.7.) . -' - . . 338.341 
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A rote had been wasbM, Jott fnubM b a shower 

Af Ariana, yoong aod iair ... 

Afk'tC tbov bow long my lo?e will ttajr 

Ai 00 a MraiDer*8 day ... 

Atk if yoo damask rote be sweet 

As Dear a weeing sprio^ reclm^d 

Aspasia rolls her sparkling eyes 

As peasive Chloe walk'd alooe 

At Cynthia*s feet I sigbM, I nray'd 

At OMra and eve to thee I pny 

Ave Maria! maiden miM,1[Hymn to the yirgio) 

Awake, awake, roy lyre - • - 

Away, let noaght to love displeasing 

Away with these self-loriog lads 

A wretch long tortar'd with disdaio - 
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Be it right or wroi^, these men among - - 342 

Bid me when forty wintei 8 more • • • 277 

Blest as the immortal gods is he • - 234.340.356 

Boast not, mistaken swain, thy art - - 261 

Bom in yon blase of orient sky - - - 105 

Bow the head, tboo lily fair - • - 280 

Busy, corious, thirsty fly ! - - - 194 

By the gaily circling glam - - . . 193 

Can love be controled by advice • - *. 234 

Can loving father ever prove - - - 252 

Cease, rode Boreai, blastering raUer • - 357 

Celia hoard thy charms no more ... 271 

Celiatoo late yov wonld repent - • - 271 

Chloe brisk and gay appears V - • 271 
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Come, all ye youths whose hearts e*er bled - 250 

Come, dear Amanda, quit the town - - 100 

Come» gentle god of soft repose - - • 280 
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Come here, food youtbi'irhoeVr thoa be 

Come, let as now resolve at last 

Come, little iiifaiit, love me oow 

Come live wilb me and be mj love 

Come Shepherds we'll follow the hearse 

Come tell me where the maid is foand 

Come, tbou rosy*dimpled boy, (Valeotioe^s Day j 

Corinoa cost me many a prayer 

Crabbed age and youth - - • 

Cries Damon, teizM by dearest life 

Cruel invader of my rest 

Cynthia frowns whenever I woo her 
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Daddy Neptune one day, (The Tight Little Island) 404 
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Fair Amoret is gone astray • - 264 

Fair, and soft, and gay, and young - • 253 

Far In the windings of a vale, ( Edwin and Emma) 68 

Fickle bliss, fantastic treasnre • - 261, 

Five thousand years have roH'd away - 352 

Fly, thoughtless youth, th' enchantress fly - 277 

Fortver, Foclttoe, will thou prove - - 255. 356 
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Forj^Te, ya fair, nor lake it wrong - . - 354 

From all uoeaty paHion free • 250 
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Hard is the fate of him who loves - - 241 
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Hethatloves.a rosy cheek - - - 259 

He was famM for deeds of arms - - 359 

How blest has my time been - - 330 

How bright the sun's declining rays - - 3.37 

How long shall hapless Colin mourn - 339 

How stands the glass around • - 358.339 

How sweet in the woodlands • - 355. 359 

How yonder ivy courts the oak - - 333 

I do confess tboo'rt smooth and fhir - - 9S2 

I envy not the proud their wealth • - 335 

If all the world and love were young '•> 332 

Ifeverthou didst joy; to bind - - 241 

If life like a hobble evaporates fast - 356 

If love and reason ne'er agree • - 258 

If truth can fix thy wavering heart - ^ 268 

If wine and music have the power • • 238 

I have a silent sorrow here - - - 251 
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I inark*d his madl> 'Foiling tye • - 3 OS 

In a cottage embosora'd wiitiin adccp shade • SSi 

In Bath a waiiton wife did dwell • - 344. 357 

I ne'er could any liistre see - • - S33 

I never knew a sprightly fair - - 331 

In the down-bill of life when I find I'm dcrclioing, - 

(To-morrow) ... 373 

Id vain, dear Chloe, yon suggest - - S74 

In vain, foad youth, thy tears give o'er • 256 

I lalk'd tomyfluiteiingbeart • - 103 

I tell thee, Charmioo, could I time retrieve - 265 

It is not, Celia, in our power - - 262 

It was a Friar of Orders Gray - - 57 

It was a winter's evening - - .. 48 

John Ball for pastime took a pranee, (Noogtongpaw) 31 

Late when love I i€em'd to slight • • . 404 

l4esbia, live to love and pleasure • » 245 

Let ambition fire thy mhid - - -^ 101 

Let the ambitions favoar find • - 249 

Loqwhatitistolofe . * • 353 

Love and folly weve at pHiy - - 278 

Lpre arms bimself*in Celia's eyes - • 260 

Lovers a dream of mighty treasure • - 269* 351 

Love'sbutthefrailty of themind - - 264 

Lucy I think not of thy beanty • - 108 

Mary I believ'd thee true - • • 340 

Mihi est propositum in Tabern^ mori - 200 

Mistaken fair, lay Sherlock by - 279. 351. 357 
Mirth be thy mingled pleasures mine,. (Anacreontic 

Glee) ... - 201 

Mortals learn your lives to measure - 190 

My banks they are furuisb'd with bees, (Pastoral 

Ballad) .... 55 

My dear mistress has a heart - • 249 
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My friends all declare that my time is mispeDt • 355 

My love was ficlcle ooce and ebaogion; - 261 

My stieep" I neglected, I broke ny slieep-hook - S30 

My temples with clustcn of grapes 1*11 eotwioe - 394 

My time» O ye muses, was happily spent • 390 

So glory I covet, no riches I want - 99. 351 

Ko more my song shall be, ye swaios - 355 

Not, Celia, that I juster am • • 263. 351 

' Not on beds of fading flowers - - 100 

Now see my goddess earthy born • • 246 

Now spring returns but not to me returns - 353 

O dear that crnel doubting brow I - - 270* 356 

0*er moorlands and mountains, (Contest) • 56 

Of all the girls that are so smart - - 331 

Of all thp trades I e>r did see, ( Blacksmith) - 372 

Of Leinster fam'd for maidens fair, (Colin and Locy) 58 

Ofton the troubled ocean's face - - 250 

Oh 1 Henry, sure by every art • • 257 

O bone a rie* I O hone a rie'l (Lord Ronald) 29. 56 

Oh I how could I venture to luve aoe like thee 339 

Oh ! how vain is evVy blessing - • 335 

Oh! what a pain it is to love • - 357 

Oh t what is the gain of restless care - - 100 
Oh yes, oh yes, oh yesl Lost or mislaid, (Towncrier) 399 

Oh ! young JLocAtnvar is come out of the west 50 

O memory thou fond deceiver - • 101 

On a bank beside a willow . . 277 

O Nancy wilt thou go with me - - 256 

On Belvidera's bosom lying • - 261 

On every hill, in every grove - - 237 

One morning very early, (Maid in Bedlam) « 47* 3S9 

One parting kiss my Ethellnde - - 280 

On Richmond hill there lives a lass - - 339 

Our vicar stUl preaches, (Soldiei'sSqog) Note - * 190 
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PainM with her slighting Jamie^s lo? e • 354 

French not me your musty rules - • 1S2 

Prepar'd to rail, resolv'd to part - • 250 

Pretty parrot, say, when I was away - 269 

Pursuing beauty, men descry - - 273 

Round Love's Elysian bowers - - 260 

Say, lovely dream, where could'st thou find - .271 

Say, Myra, why is gentle love - • 262 

Says Plato, why should man be vaio - 334 

Say, sweet carol ! who are they • - 105 

Shall I wasting in despair - • 262. 343 

She loves and she confesses too - - 271 

Should some perverse malignant star • 274 

Sigh no more ladies - • - 3?8 

Soft Zephyr oo thy balmy wing - - 338 
Standing one summer day on the Tower Slip, (Margate 

Hoy) - - - - S^ 

Stella and Flavfa every hour - - 27* 

Still to be neat, still to be drest - - 260 

Strep bon has fashion, wit and youth - 261 

Strephoo when you see me fly - - 245 

Swain, thy hopeless passion smother - 269 

Sweet are the charms of her I love • - 329 

Sweet maid, if thou wouldat charm my sight • 334 

Sweet maid, I bear thy frequent sigh • 243 

Take, eh take those lips away - • 267 

Tell me no more how fair she is • • 120 

Tell me no more I am deceiv'd - - 279. 404 

Tell me no more of pointed darts • - 335 

Tell me not I my time misspend - • 5^8 

Tell my Strephon that I die - - 251 
That which her slender waist confin*d ( Lady's Girdle) 367 
The Auctioneer mouots, and, first hawing aod hemmiog 399 

TbegtoomyDigbt is gathering fast - - 103 
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The Graccf and the wanderiDg IxHret - 260 

The heavy hoon are almost past - - 238 

The nerchaiti to serare his treanire • - S55 

The lAwland lads think they are fine, (No. xi. p. 44.) S57 

The moon had rlimb*d the highest hill . SbS 

The Plou|;htnan whistles o*er the farrow - 31. 80 

There Is one dark and sallen hour - * • 252 

There was a jolly miller once • • 352 

The roie bad bren washM - • • 102 

The shape alone let others prize - - 248 

The sun sets in ni^bt, and Ihe stars shun the day - 3S3 

The sun was sunk beneath the bill - - 54 
The sweet-briar grows in the merry green wood, (The 

Mulberry Tree) - - - 372 

The tears I shed must ever faU - - 241 

The thirsty earth drinks up the rain - - 197 

The wanton troopen riding by ^ - • 344 

The western sky was purpled o*er - - 64 

The wretch condemned with life to part - 101 

The wretch O let me never know - • 256 

Think no more, my gentle maid • • 255 

Tho* Bacchus may boast of lus care-killing bowl 358 

Tho* crnelyouseem tomy pain - - 253 

Thro* groves sequesterM, dark and still - S9 

Thy fatal shafts unerring move - - 235 

Time has not thtn*d my flowing hair • • 351 

'Tis DOW since I sat down before • • 271 

To all yon ladies now at land - - 331 

To fair Fidele^s grassy tomb - - 104 

To him who in an hour must die • -> 340 

Tom Tackle was noble was troe to his word -> 31 

Too plain, dear Youth, these tell tale eyes - 244 

To reason, ye fair ones* assert your pretence - 248 

To the brook and the willow that heard him complain 52 

Turn gentle Her mil of the dale - r 57 
'Twas post meridian, half-past four, (Sailor^s Journal) 47. 31 

'T was w hen the seas were roaring; - - 45 

'Twaalnthatseasonof theyear - - 338 
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Vaio are the charms of white and red 



Page. 
271 



Waft me, some soft and cooling breeze 100. 104, Note 

We all to conquering beauty how - 330 

What beauties does Flora <)isclose (Tweedside) - 55 

What dreaming drone was ever blest - 105 

WhaPnaD In his wits had not rather be poor - 99 

What shade and what stillness around - 262. 340 
When all was wrapt in dark midnight, (William and 

Margaret) ... 59 

Whence comes my love, O heart disclose - 260 

When charming Teraminta sings - - 249 

When clouds that angel face deform * - 261. 351 

When daisies piedand violets blue - • 337 

When Damon languish'd at my feet - • 333 

When Delia 00 the plain appears - - S39 

Whenever with haggard eyes I view • 405 

When Fanny, blooming fair - - 246 

When first I dar'd by soft surprise - - 331 

When first I saw Lucinda's face - - 280 

When first I sought fair Celiacs love • - 267 

When first upon your tender cheek - - 259 

When gentle Celia first 1 knew - - 2.57 

When here Lucinda first we came • • 277 

When I drain the rosy bowl - - 194 

When lovely woman stoops to folly - 102 

When Orpheus went down to the regions below 270. 351 

When princely Hamilton's abode, (Cadyow Castle) 29. 5S 

When Sappho tnn*d the raptured strain - 249 

When the sheep are in the fold, (Old Robin Gray) 36. 50 

When your beauty appears * - 254 

Where the bee sucks, there lurk I - - 327 

While from my looks, fair nymph, you guess - 238 

While io the bower with beauty blest - 249 

While Strephon io the pride of youth - 263 

While, StrephoDy thus you teaze me - • 248 

R r 
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Who would true valonr see • • 405 

Why, cruel creatore, why so bent - - 2&5 

1¥hy, Delia, ever wMle I gaze - - S37 

Why heaves my food bosom ! ah, what can it mean 333 
Why so pale and wan, fond lover - - 260. 351 

Why we love, and why we bate - • 265 

Why will Delia thos retire - • 270 

Why will Florella while I caze - - 274 

Why will you my passion reprove, (Pastoral Ballad) 55 

Wioe does wonders every day - - 358 

Wioe, wine in the morning . . 200 

Woman, thonghtless, giddy creature - - 263 

Wooldst thou know her sacred charms - 248 

Would you taste the noontide air • - 334 

Wrong not, sweet mistress of my heart - 328 

Ye belles and ye flirts, and ye pert little things - 355 

Ye gentil 'squires give o'er your sighs - 352 
Ye happy swains, whose hearts are free • 254. 350 

Ye mariners of England • - - 106 

Yes fairest proof of beauty's power - 237 

Yes, Fortune, I have sought thee long • 352 

Ye shepherds and nymphs that adorn the gay plain 254 

Ye shepherds give ear to my lay, (Pastoral Ballad) 55 

Ye shepherds so cheerful and gay, (Pastoral Ballad) 55 
Ye virgin powers, defend my heart • - 261. 350 

Young I am, and yet nnkiird - • 261 

Young Jooky he courted sweet Mog the Brunette 352 

You tell me I'm handsome - - - 332 

YoH'tcU me that you truly love - - - 240 
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*rO THE SONGS AND EPIGRAMS INTRODUCED IN THIS VOLUME 
ACCOEDIITG TO THEIR FIRST LlHSS. 



N. B. The Epigrams have (Ep.) after the first line. 



A Companion I have, nay FIl call him a friend 

A friendship that in frequent fits 

Ab,^illy, vain and buzzing fly 

A Singing Man, and cannot sing I (Ep.) 

As Qoin and Foote one day walkM out, (Ep.) 

Attend my precepts, thoughtless Youths 

A voyage over seas had not entered my head 

A Wife domestic, good and pure 

Beauty is but a fading flower 

Before Jehevab^s awful throne 

Behold where breathing love divine 

Behold yon cottage in the vale 

Beware the fond delusion 

Britons, your voices raise 

By day when the sun in his bright glory glows 

Clodio, they say, has wit; for what? (Ep.) 

Come, Disappointment, come ! 

Come hither, sweet Susan, and by me sit down 

Come hither, sweet Susan, and sit by my side 

Come, oh come, delightful guest 

Could a man be secure 

Could I a thousand sceptres sway 
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143 
386 
171 
364 
363 
12)| 
371 
377 

295 
440 
425 
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149 

368 
111 
311 
313 
213 
214 
306 
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Doctor, your Epigram is true, (£p.) - SS5 

Dreary TF inter o'er the plain • - 175 

Echo I tell roc while I wander - - 378 

E*eo in the midst of life and hope - • 427 

Eternal Power ! whose high abode - - 443 

Ezttltiof io strength, how majestic's the horse • 1^ 

Father of all 1 be thou aloiw - - 441 

For alms and compassion a widow was fam'd 391 . 

Forbid it. Heaven, that eVr I eat - - 108 

For physic and farces, (Ep.) - - 404 

From arms discharg*d the listed swain • 92 

Go, daughters of fashion, for pleasure repine • SOS 

Go, traverse the field and tlie grove • 119 

Hall says he's poor io hopes you'll say he's not, ( Ep.) 3SI 

Happy the man who far from put)lic view - 90 

Have you seen the delighiless abode - IS6 

How bright with pearl the western sky • S97 

How high our sanguine hopes we raise • 109 

How sweet to the heart is the thought of to>morrow 114 

Hash'd was the storm, the fleet unmoor'd - 65 

lamunable, yonder Beggar cries, (Ep.) - 366 

If e'er a Patron I shall find - • 190 

If I live to grow old, for I fiodl go down - 12S 

If Love and Reason ne'er agree • - Sd9 

If the stock of our bliss is io stranger hands vested 315 

If 'tis true as yoo say that I've iqiur'd a letter, ( £j>. ) 366 

I have a Cottage io the glen * * 86 

Id days of frolic, mirth and fuo, ( Ep. ) - 365 

In many a storm and many a fight • * 145 

In native worth and honour clad - • S88 

In pence Love tunes the Shepherd's reed - S85 

Inspired by so grateful a duty . • - 136 
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lo temperaDce traio^d, yet I shod oot the board • 302 

Id the towo, or io barracks, io camp, or the field 152 

I once wat a maideo, ah, blest was the day ! when 299 

I saw a dew drop, cold and clear - - 138' 

I told yott Mary, told you true - - 319* 

Jack his own merit sees. This gives him pride, (Ep.) 368^ 

Johnny's left me for a while - - 305 

Let care be a stranger to each cheerfal sool '^ 206 

Little candlesnaff*d too low, . - 389 

Life whilst you live, the Epicure will say, (Ep.) 191 
Long fix*d io this rural retreat • •413 

Lol where the pariy-gifing dames - • 375 

Mighty God ! while Angels bless thee • 437 

Mistaken youth, lay Stanhope by - - 279 

'Mong Scotia's glens and mountains blue - 154 

Music's the language of the blest above • 180 

My due a noble nation paya - - - 147 

My Husband, O my Dear, John - - 321 

No claim upon an honest heart - • 288 

Nojoy orgrlfcfcan inthislife - • 306 

No longer thfe Negros complain - - 178 

No riches from his scanty store • - 287 
No, Varus hates a thing that's base, (Ep.) - * 368 

Now, tell me; artist, can she love - - 383 

Now we're launched on the world - - 211 

O Britain, my country, thou queen of the isles 155 

0*er my toil-witber'd limbs sickly languors are shed 177 

O for eveoing*8 brownest shade - - 422 

Oh, God of comfort, deign - - • 419 
Of horns and of echoes, that thro* the wood ring . 165 

nrg 
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One day Good-bye and Ilow-a*3r«-^o * S^ 

One day ia Cbriet-Ckareb meadow^i walkiag, ( Rp. ) 3S9 
Ob (he tea-short ooe day as twa fKeads were a walkiog 9M 
OThoa, whose gloryikiMfsabliiae - •433 

O wae to the wearifa* druikm\ O, . • £17 

Pati by a tavern door, my sod 21 

Reader, beware immoderata love of pelf, ( Ep.) 569 

Said a Smile to a Tear - - • 137 

Say, mighty love, and aid my song - - 309 

Say, Stella, feel yea no content - - 243 

Say what are the pleasures which wine can impart 216 

ttnce Zephyrus first tasted the charms of coy Flora 162 

Sound, lute, the sweet concords of praise - 416 

Sweet Is the scene when virtoe dies . • 429 

Sweet vine, whose curling tendrils cling - 159 

That day ofwratb, that dreadfal day • - 439 

The Bard, who glows with Grub-street fire - 373 

The Barley cQms tbroogboat our isle ^ - 72 

The breeze was fresb^ the ship in stays • 70 
The bogie sounds, the archers all 
The Love that looks to present joy 

The night is come like to the day . - 432 

The night was dark, and awful was the scene - 63 

The Peasant's blest who in his cot . . 7g 

The Ploughman whistles o'er the furrow • 80 

The Pride of the Village young William was seen 82 

The Scene was more beautiful far to (he eye - 148 

The sea, as its waves after waves loudly roll - 172 

The sun was departed, the mild zephyr blowing 116 

The sweet-briar, the suckling, the jasmine and rose 140 
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Hietweotietb year is well Digb past - - 324 

The fersesy friend, which tboa hast read are mine, (Ep. J S68 

The weather.^he land, «od all tbote that dwell in it 194 

Tho* beauty fhooe In Mary*8 face ' • 900 

Tho* Fame souad the trampet) and cry to the war filO 

Tbo* hot was ^ he sua in the morn when he rose 145 

ThoMhegreat man, bis treasures postessiof ' • 133 

Thy nags, the leanest things alive, (Ep.) - 388 

' Thy sacred sweets, Connabial-Love - - 288 

To John I ow'd great obligation, ^Ep.) - 367 

Tom«verjoTial,eTergay, (Ep.) - - 368 

Tom's coach and six ! Whither in such haste going ? (Ep.) 367 

To rival the miser who^ broods o'er bis plum - 208 

True Love's the gift which God has given - 285 

What's sweeter than the new-blown rose • 286 

When Britain's isle, untaught to fear - 167 

When, dnmb, beneath the shearer's hand - 435 

When Friendship, Love aad Truth ahouud - 219 

When I told you your cheeks wore the blush of the rose 318 

When I was young and debonair, (Ep.) - 365 

When Jack was poor, the lad was frank and free, ( Ep.) 366 

When morning first opened her dew-dripping eye 84 
When rising from the bed of death ..490 

Whenthevocal cuckoo wings - - 118 

When the wise-ones inclioe t' examine the sun • 381 

Where is this stupendous stranger - • 436 

Who, iu this world of care and strife - - 283 

Who shall a virtuous female gain - - 293 

Winter has a joy for me • . • 421 

Withjoy the parent loves to trace * - 308 

With as alike each season suits - - 91 

Ye Christians, who dwell in Britannia's fair isle 4U 

Ye Fair, who would a partner chttse - - 290 
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Tejovialiomof mirth and glee -? • 204 

Ye minor beaaties of ibe night ' - 908 

Ycftcrday ! thy motley fate - - 379 

TeVirgins and YouiMof the plain • - 107 

Yoa.are old, father William, the yonng nan ccied 150 

Ym ask me the secret by w hich we contrive - 396 

Yoaog Coartl> takes nefor a dunce, (Ep.) - 367 
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WITH REFCRISNCES TO THEIR SONGS AND EPIGRAMS 

INTRODUCED IN THIS VOLUME. 
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Adams, Dr. 
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Addisoo, Joseph - .^ 
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Barbaald, Mrs. 
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Bloorofield, Nathaniel 
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Robert 
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B., H. K. 
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Brown, Isaac Hawkins 
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Brown, Sir Thomas 
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Buckle, the Rev. C. 
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Cibber, Collcy, 
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Cobb, James 
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Collins, John 
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Colraan, George, The Younger 
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Cottle, Joseph 
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Cotton, Dr. Nathaniel 
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124 


X^owper, William - 
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386.421 



Dalrymple, Lt. Col. James - - 384 

Dibdin, Charles • 70.80.134.136.162.165.318. 

Donney Dr. - • - - 366 



Francis, Anne 
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Garrick, David 

Gay, John - . - 

Goocb, Dr. 

Gould, Dr. . ; 

Greaves, Rev. T. B. 
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366.404 
' 368 
365 
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145 


Hackett, - ' - 
HalloraD, Dr. 
Hogg, James 
Holloway, William 
Hull, Thomas 


966 
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Kemiej, Jamei - • - 
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Lamb, Mr. Jamei 
Lemon, G. W. Joo. ' 
Lloyd, Robert 
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Martial, 

Miller, The Rev. Jamci 

Mootgomcry, James 
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Owen, The Rev. Joha 
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Plamptre, Rev. James 72. 82. 128. 140. 143. 155. 169. 171, 
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Pope, Dr. Walter, 
Pratt, Mr. 
Prior, Matthew 
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Relph, Rev. Josiah 
Richardson, Charlotte 
Richmoqd, The Rev. Leigh 
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Scott, Thomas 
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Scott, Walter 
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Skeffington, Lumley St. George 
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Sleath, Mrs. - - ' 
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Smart, Cliristopher 
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Southey^ Robert 
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Speocer, Hon. Wm. Robert 
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Watts, Isaac, D. D, 


. 


• 


309. 443 


West, Mrs. 


- 


- 


S03 


White, Henry Kirke 


- 


- 


ni 


Whitefield, The Rev. George 


- 


- 


440 


Williams, Miss 


• 


• 


287 


Wither, George 


- 


m 


306 


W. J. - • 


• 


■ . 


80 



^-|J>W |»| Ti p mj PI MHJHWlLi^ M W ■ W W^BWill^^ipPPipHy 



468 



BOOKS PUBLISHED, 

BY THE SAME AUTHOR, 

AND SOLD BY MESSRS. RR INGTONS, &c. 



!• A CofLBCTiQir OP Songs, Moral, Sentimental, 
iDstructive, and Amusing, in One folumCy small 4to. 
containinj^ upwards of ninety Songs (many of tbem 
Ori|;inaO w'^'^ ^*^ MuHc, The words selected. and 
altered by Mr. Plufnptre ; the music with a Treble and 
BasSy adapted and composed by Charles Hague, 
Mus. Doc. and Professor of Music in the UoiTersity of 
Cambridge. With an Introductory Letter and Post- 
script, and Notes. Price, on large paper 16s. on com* 
nion iSs. 

S. A Collection of Songs, containing the words 
only of upwards of eight hundred Songs^ some of thera 
original, but principally selected from the Works of 
the most approved Writers, divested of every thing 
which has any tendency to Indecency and Profaneness ; 
with the Introductory Letter and Postscript revi^^ 
and a New Preface. Elegantly printed in Three lar^ 
Volumes 12mo. Price £1, Is. in boards 

The First Volume, which contains chiefly the Rural, 
Naval, and Military Songs, &c« may be had separately^ 
Printed on an inferior Paper, and with a shorter 
preface, Pricci in boards* 4s. 6d. for those who may 
.wish to purchase it as a present to the4ower classes. 
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